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Mar the Britih Navy always keep their exemies ut a dif 


33 May preſumptuous invaders always meet with » Wave to 


chaſtiſe them. 
n 
beat them with one uanD. „ 
Sucecſs to gur Arms by ſea and land. 
. "EY to our Country, confuftion to our Enemies, and 
life to the King 
ne in « body, with Majeſty for the 
| bead, at rave Ballore —— for the creme. 
The nave Admira — Welten, Jervis, Duacan, Howe, and 
arr en. 


May Par B#ogue and Jobs Bull be always hand and glove. 


; 255 y Rebellion never bold up his head but at the gallows. 


Pee Peace for the ſake of Plenty. 
May Treaſon loſe the firſt letter, and Reaſon reſume her 


E e May How te grow Rich be ſoon performed by his Majeſty's 


=> Servants, for England's bencfir. 
- May poor Teague ſoon eat his petatee in peace and quietneſs. 
May we never want Heads to plan, Hearts to feel, and 
Hands to execute. 
May alt hands pull away for the haven of contentment. 
May Love and Honour never be inſeparable. 
ul days to all thoſe who have experienced ſad ones. 
tunes miles to all who are caſt down with her frowns. 
May Merit never be forced to beg for reward. 


May we never crack a joke to crack a reputatiou. 
| Wat without malice, and mirth without folly. 


May old Friends never be forgotten for new ones. 
SD = hint Linde when we want them, and 
when we have found them, may we be grateful cnou ”» 
r 7 gr gb 

May ve never want a bottle to_ convince us that Wine de 


Ming thaſe who find the Fay te get Married, find A Cure for 
the Heartache. 


+ May good hearts never want feve-thearts. | 
nes in the evening never excur pain in the 
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God Save the King. 
— 


Gon ſave great George our King, 
Long live our noble King, 
God ſave the King; 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
g to reign over us, 
God ſave the King. 


Fame let thy trumpet ſound, 
Tell all the nations round, 
Great George is King: 
Tell the Jacobine train, 
That all their arts are vain, 
e in our hearts doth reign ; 


God ſave the King. 


O Lord, our God, ariſe, 
Scatter his enemies, 

And make them fall : 
Confound their politics, 


Fruſtrate their knaviſh tricks; 


God ſave us all. 
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Rule, Britannia. 


Warn Britain firſt, at Herv'n's command, 
: Aroſe from out the azure main, 
This was the charter of the land, 
And Guardian Angels ſung this ſtrain : 
Rule, Britannia—Britannia rule the waves— 
Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


- 


The nations not ſo bleſt as thee, 
Muſt in their turns to tyrants fall, 
While thou ſhalt flouriſh great and free, 


The dread and envy of them all. 
b Rule, 677, 


Still more majeſtic ſhalt thou riſe, 
More dreadful from each foreign ſtroke ; 
As the loud blaſt that tears the ſkies, 
Serves but to root thy native oak. - 
Rule, Se. 
* 
Thee, haughty tyrants ne'er ſhall tame; 
All r attempts to bend thee down, 
Shall bMaronſe thy gen'rous flame; 
But work their woe and thy renown. 


Rule, Cc. 


To thee belong the rural reign ; 
all with commerce ſhine ; 


All thine ſhall be the ſubje& main, 
And ev'ry ſhore it circles, thine. 
Rule, Ee. 


The Muſes ſtill with freedom ſound, 

Shall to thy happy coaſts repair; 
Bleſt iſle ! with matchleſs beauty crown'd, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair. 

a : 7 Rule, Oe. 
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Dat dey will have no Proteſtant heir. . 
Lero, Lero, We. 


e 
The Original Song of Lilliburlere. 


To the Tune of—® Taz ProTzsTANT Bors.“ 


— 


Ho! brother Teague ! doſt hear the decree— 
Lilliburlero bullen a la— 


Dat we ſhall have a new depury ? 


Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
Lera, Lero, lilliburlere, lero, lero, bullen a la, 


| Lero, Lero, lilliburiero, lero, lero, bullen a la. 


Ho, by Shaint Tyburn ! it is the Talbote— 
Lilliburlero bullen a la— 
And he will cut the Engliſhman's trote, 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
Lere, Lere, Cc. 


Dough, by my ſhoul ! the Engliſh do praat— 


Lilliburlero bullen a la 
De laws on dare fide, and Chriſh knows what 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. 


Lero, Lero, fe 
But if de diſpenſe do come from de Pope | 
Lilliburtero bullen a la— 
We'll hang Magna Charta and dem in a rope: 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
Lero, Lero, Cc. 
For de good Talbote is made a lord 
Lilliburlero bullen a la— | 
And with brave lads is coming aboard; » + 
Lilliburlero bullen a 1a. 
| Lero, Lero, tc. 


Who all in France have taken a ſware _ 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. 


Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
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Ara, bat why does he ſtay behind; 
Lilbuflero bullen a la— 


-Ho! by my ſhoul! it's a Proteſtant wind, 


_ Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
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Lero, Lero, &&c - 


But ſee de Tyrconnell is come aſhore— 


Lilliburlero bullen a la— - 
And we ſhall have commiſſions galore : 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. | 
| ; Lero, Lero, Oe. 


And he dat will not go to the inaſs— 
Lilliburlero bullen a la— 


© Shall be turn out, and look like an aſs; 


Lilliburlero bullen a la. | 
| . Lero, Lero, tc. 


| Now, now de Hereticks all go down— * 


Lilliburlero bullen a la— 


Zy Chriſh and Shaint Patrick! de nation's our own; 


Lilliburlero bullen a la. 
| Loro, Lero, tc, 
Dare was an old propheſy found in a bog— 
Lillebuggero bullen a la— . | 
Ireland ſhall be ruled by an aſs and a dog.“ 
I illiburlero bullen a la. 
Lero, Lero, Cc. 6 


And now dis propheſy is come to paſs — 
Lalliburlero bullen a la 

For Talbot's the dog, and James is deaſs; 
Lilliburlero bullen a la. | 
I F Lero, Lero, Ec. 


n For the effect produced by this ſong in 1688, ſee 
Biſhop Burnet's r v. pq on 

_< Lilliburlero and Bullen a la, are ſaid to have been the 
% words of diſtinction uſed amongſt the Iriſh Papiſts in the 


„ mafſacre of the Proteſtant in x641.''——Pzzxcy. 


Richard Talbot, Earl, and afterwards Duke of 
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The Battle of the Bayne. 


Jux the firſt, in Oldbrid 
There was a grievous — 

Where many a man lay on the ground 
By the cannons, that did rattle : 

King James he pitch*d his tents between 
The lines for to retire ; 

But King William threw his bomb-balls in, 
And ſet them all on fire. 


| Thereat enraged, they vowed revenge 
Upon King William's forces, _— 
And often 440 cry vehemently, | A 
That they would ſtop their courſes ; 
A bullet from the Iriſh came, 1 
Which grazed King William's arm, - 2 
They thought his Majeſty was flain, | 
Yet it did him little harm. 


Then Duke Schomberg in friendly care, . 
_ His King would often caution, | 1 
To ſhun the ſpot where bullets hot, 
Retain'd their rapid motion : 
But William ſaid, “he don't deſerve © ” 
The name of Faith's Defender, 
„That would not venture life and lid 
« 'To make a foe ſurrender.” -- "= 


The enemy they defended; * © © 8 
But few of our brave men were loſt, * 3 
So ſtoutly we defended : "> 
The horſe was the firſt that marched o- der, =, 
The foot ſoon followed after ; 
But brave Duke Schomberg was no more, _ i 
By . over che K . OO 
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Wen valiant > he was ſlain, 


King William he R 
His warlike men for to march on, 


And he would be the foremoſt : 
« Brave boys, he ſaid, be not diſmay'd, 
For the loſing of one Commander, 


For God will be our King this day, 


« And I'll be General under.” 
Then ſioutly we the Boyne did croſs, 


To give our enemies batrle : 

Our cannon to our foes great coſt, 
Like thund'ring claps did rattle ; 
In majeſtic mein our Prince rode o'er, 

His men ſoon followed after, 


- With blows and ſhouts put foes to the rout, 


The day we croſs'd the Water. 


The Proteſtants of Drogheda 
2 reaſon to be thankful, 4 
t they were not to bondage brought, 
They being but a handful A og | 
Firſt to the Tholſel they were brought, 
And tried at the Millmount after; 
But brave King William ſet them free, 
By venturing over the Water. 


The cunning French near to Duleck 
Had taken up their quarters : 

And fenced themſelves on every ſide, 
A waiting for new orders : 


But in the dead time of the night, 


They ſet the fields on fire; 
And Jong before the morning light, 
To Dublia they did retire. 


Then faid King William to his men, 
Aſter the French de 
m glad, ſaid he, that none of ye 
__ © Secmed tobe faint-hearted : 


. 


« go ſheath your ſwords, and reſt awhile, 
In time we'll follow after; 
Thoſe words he utter'd with a (mile, 
The day he croſs'd the Water. 


Come let us all with heart and voice, 
Applaud our lives defender, 

Who at the Boyne his valour ſhew'd, 
And made his foes ſurrender. 

To Gop above the praiſe we'll give, 
Both now and ever after ; 

And bleſs the glorious Memory | 
Of K that croſs d the nouns. 


ater. 


The Battle ef Lal La Hogue.—1692. 


TavxsDay, in the morning, ag aha ides of May, 
For ever be recorded—the glorious Ninety-two— 
Brave Russzr did diſcern, by dawn of day, 
The lofty ſails of France advancing too : 
« All hands aloft, hecried ; let Britifh valour ſhine; 
« Let fly a culverin—the ſignal for the line: 
E every hand fp y his gun, 
« Follow me, 
« And you'll ſee x 
«© That the battle will ſoon be won. 


Tov sv on the main trium phant roll'd, 
To meet the gallant Ruſſel in combat on the deepy 
He led a noble train of heroes bold, 
To ſink the Britiſh admiral and his fleet. 
Now every valiant mind to victory doth;aſpire— 
ſea is all on fire ; 
2 mighty Fate ſtands * 
© While a flood 
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Sulphur, ſmoke, and fire, diſturbing the air, 
With thunder and wonder affright the Gallic 


. 
Their regulated bands ſtand trembling near, 
To ſee their lofty ſtreamers fly — 
At fix o'clock, the Red, the ſmiling victors led 
To give a ſecond blow—the fatal overthrow : 
Now death and horror equal reign; 
Now they cry— 

Run, or die— 

Britiſh colours rule the vanquiſh'd main. 


See ! they fly, amatzed, o'er rocks and ſands — 

One danger they graſp at to ſhun the greater fate. 
In vain they cry for aid to weeping lands ; 

The nymphs and Tea-gods mourn their loſt eſtate :; 
Four evermore adieu, thou dazzling Rovar Sux; 
From thy untimely end thy maſter's fate's begun. 

Enough, thou mighty god of war ! 
Now we ſing, 
Bleſs the King :— 

Here's a health to ev'ry Britiſh tar 


— —  — — 


Loyalty in Priſon. 
Written by Colonel LovtLacz, during the Rebellion of 
1648 —— Tune, © Motity AsTort.” G 


Wren Love, with unconfin'd wings, 
Hovers around my gates, - 
And my divine ALTaza brings, 
To whiſper at theſe grates : 
When I lye tangled 2 haire, 

Or fettered with her eye, 
The birds that wanton in the air, 

Know no ſuch libertye. 

* , 


Wich 


N 


Wich run fifely round, e | 
With no" Thames, 

Our careleſſe heads with roſes crowd 
Our hearts with loyal flames. 

When * 1 iefe er 
When healths and draughts go 

Fiſhes that tipple in the deepe 
Know nofuck libertye. © 


When linnet like,. confined I, 
With ſhuiller note ſhall 
The mercye, ſweetneſſe, majeſiye. 
And glories of m N. 
When 1 ſhall voyce aloud how good 
He is —how great ſhould be— 
Th' enlarged windes that curl the flood 
Know no ſuch libertye. 


Stone walls do not a priſon make, 
n 

Mindes innocent and loyal, take 
That for an hermitage. 

If I have freedom in my love, 

And in my ſoule am free, 

Ao who foare above, 
joy ſuch libertye. 


The Army and Navy of Britain. 


Lr ſailors and ſoldiers unite in this cauſe, 
Bound together by honour and loyalty's band, 
Both fight for Old England, and cheriſh her cauſe, 

And give to the r 
In this phalanx unite ; 
Like lions we'll fight ; 
While no private ſends our — 
But chis be our boaſt, 
And our ultimate toaſt, 


nn and Navy of Britain for ever 


* +4 — 
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The failor, who ploughs on the wat'ry main, 

To war, and to danger, and to ſhipwreck abrother, 

And the ſoldier, who firmly ſtands out the campaign, 
Do fight for two men who make war on each 

| ? 

Oh! no: *tis well known 

The ſame royal throne | 

Fires their boſoms with ardour and noble endeavour; 

And that each with his laſs, 

As he drinks full a glaſs, 

Toaſts the Navy and Army of Britain for ever. 


That their cauſe is but one, and they both can unite, 

Needs no other example than this to be ſeen ; 

Who is bolder in danger, experter in fight, 

Than that maritime foldier—the honeſt marine: 

He pulls and he hauls,. — 

He fights till he falls,. 

And from fore-tack or muſquet he never will waver ; 
But when the fray's o'er, 
With his Dolly on ſhore, | 

Drinks the Army and Navy of Britain for ever. 


What matters it who braves the glebe or the ſurge ? 
Yet, if there's a conteſt about either ſtation, 
Let that ſtimulus, glory and loyalty, urge 


Who will ſtand the moſt firm to the King and the 
. N - 
While thus, we agree, 


Let's fight and be free. 
Shall Britons *painſt Britons draw daggers ?—Ob! 
never ! 
Make the Sans Culottes fly ; 
And let Fame rend the ſky, 
With the Navy and Army of Britain for ever! 


Proteſtant 


1 
N . 


TeLL me, my friends, as are we met here? 
Why thus aſſembled, ye Proteſtant boys? 
Do — and good liquor, good humour, good cheer, 
Call us to ſhare of feſtivity's joys ? 
Oh, no! tis the ca 
Of King—Freedom—and Law, 
That calls . Proteſtants now to unite ; 
And Orange and Blue, 
Ever Faithful and true, 
Our King ſhall ſupport, and Sedition afright. 


Great Spirit of William! from Heaven look down, 
And breathe in our hearts our forefathers fire—. 
Teach us to rival their glorious renown, 
From Papiſt or Frenchman ne'er to retire. 
Jacobine—Jacobite— 
Againſt all to unite, 
Who dare to aſſail our Sovereign's throne, 
For Orauge and Blue 
Will be Faithful and true, 
And Proteſtant byalty ever be ſhewn. 


In that Half proud, let us ever remain, 

Bound together in Truth and Religion's pure band; 
Nor Honour's fair cauſe, with — ſtain, 
Since in Courage and Juſtice ſupported we ſtand. 

So Heaven ſhall ſmile + i 
On our emerald iſle, . x 
And lead us to conqueſt again and agai 
While Papi/?; ſhall prove of 
Our brotherly love: = 
We bets SOT I | 


By the deeds of their fathers to glory inſpired, 
Our Protefiant heroes will 41 — the foe ; 

Hearts, with true honour and foyalty fired, 
Intrepid, undaunted, to 2 will go. 


* 
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In and Blue, 
„„ 
The irring muſic | 
The ſhades of the Boyne * 
In the chorus will join, 
And the welkin re-echo with God Save the King. 


1 Sirer of William's Glorious Reign. 
+$ ] Tune—* Rotz, BriTANnNiA.” 
| | 
Genrvs of Erin's emerald iſle, 
- _JInall thy ancient glory riſe ! 
And teach thy ſons at death to ſmile, 

_ While this proud ſtrain aſcends the ſkies: 
« Sires of William's glorious reign, 
« Triumph in your ſons again!“ 


Awake, true ſons of Erin, wake, 
Attend your King and Country's call ! 
Beneath your bands ſhall Treaſon ſhake, 
Beneath your arms ſhall Treaſon fall! 
« Sires of William's glorious reign, 
In their ſons, ſhall fight again.” 


Hark! down the Boyne's immortal flood, 
Nils this ſublime, triumphant ſound, 
_ Where, like yon column, firm they food, 
Till Victory's ſelf their virtue crown'd : 
1 | « Sires of William's glorious reign 
ö * Bid their ſons their rights maintain.“ 


Hark bow from Aughrim's blood-Rain'd field 
Stain d with the blood that warms your heart— 
= "The ſhades of thoſe who ne'er could yield, 
Thus the Patriot's awful part: 

« Sires of William's glorious reign 

« Traſt their ſons to guard this plain.“ 


And, 
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And, hark! from Derry's ſacred walls, 
That ſpurn'd the tyrant at their feer, 


A dian voice inſpiring calls, 
Rnd 's ſons the Kann repeat, 
„ Sites of William's glorious reign, 
« Guard in us, theſe walls again.” 


Again ſhall Enniſkillen pour 
Her heroes, for their _ to die; 
Before them, as in days of yore, 
Shall traitors, tyrants, Frenchmen, fly. 
« Sires of William's glonous reign 
« Fought not for their ſons in vain.“ 


The men of Erin catch the flame, 
The Spirit of the Iſle's abroad; 
They pant to ſhare their fathers“ fame, 
Like them, in war or death unaw'd ; 
« Sires of William's glorious reign 
« Ne'er can call their ſons in vain.” 


Erin Go Brah. * 
— 


Vr ſons of Hibernia, inſpired from above, 
With honour, with courage, and brotherly love ; 
Rebellion to cruſh, and SR the true cauſe, 
Of King, Conſtitution, Religion, and Laws; 
Sing Ireland for ever, ſaueet Erin go brab, 
May thy ſens flouriſh ever, delighted to fing 
The chorus of Orangemen—God ſave the King 


May Treaſon confounded, be driven from our ifle, 
And olive-robed Peace again deign to ſmile ; 4 
May Loyalty ſtill he each Iriſhman's boaſt, _ 
And for ages to may this be his toaſt : 4 
| Sing Ireland for ever, c. 


— 
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May thy liberty flouriſh untainted and pure, 
Gainſt the mad broils of faction eſtabliſh'd ſecure, 
And Orange triumphant ever be ſeen, 
When TS 1 in the balance with Yellow & Green. 
Sing Ireland for ever, Cc. 


ieee faichfol and tue, 


The myſtic entwining of Orange and Blue; 
May the — of William, and Reaſon's bright 
_— 
Still urge us to glory, inſpired with his name; 
Sing Ireland fer ever, Cc. 


The Sons of Wilkam. 
Tune La Berite CaTurrixe.” 


— 
Risk, Sons of William, riſe, 
»Tis Nafſau hails you from the ſkies ; 
Why cloſe your ſlumbering eyes, 
While Treaſon ftalks around ? 
; 2 { I hear, 
ccents clear, 
Burſting on my raviſh'd ear; 
6 10 arms away!“ 
Methinks they ſay, 
While drums and trumpets ſound. 
Riſe, Sons of William, riſe, 
Tis Naflau hails you from the ſkies ; 
Why cloſe your lumbering eyes, 
While Treafon ſtalks around ? 


See! from his crimſon bed, 
Encircled with the mighty dead, 
Boyne heaves his azure head, 
Aud gazing turns round ; 
Ah! me, he cries, 
What glories riſe, 
And crowd upon mine aching eyes? Lo! 
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Lo! weapons gleam, 
See! banners ftream, 


While drums and trumpets ſound. 


Riſe, Sons of William, ziſe, 

»Tis Naſſau hails from the ſkies 1 
Why cloſe your flumbering eyes, "x 
While Treaſon ſtalks around? | 


Strike, Erin, ſtrike thy tyre, | ; 
Catch, oh! catch the gen'rous fire; A 
'Tis a William's deeds inſpire, < 
Oh! ſweep the trembling ſtrings ; 
Hark! a ſhout, . = 
No rabble rou:, bo 
The Orange boys are ruſhing out; 3 
En'ſkillen cheers, 
Old Derry hears, 


And echoes back to Boyne. 
Riſe, Sons of William, riſe, 


Tis Naſſau hails you from the ſkies ; 
Why cloſe your ſlumbering eyes, 8 
While Treaſon ſtalks around? 


Hail! Naſſau's mighty ſhade, . 
From Heav'n, oh! deign to lend thine aid; 
Ohl de it never ſaid 
Thy Sons degen' rate were; 
Happy we, 
Great and free, 
If we do but follow thee; 


If chy ſame „ 
Our ſouls inflame, n 
To equal thee in war. 1 
Riſe, Sons of William, ri a 
'Tis Naſſau hails you from the ſkies ; Y A 
Why cloſe your {lumbering 3 4.4 
While Treaſon (talks around ? = 


C 2 Come! © «1 
* . | N 

. x 

- 4 


3 . * 


22) 


Come ! fill the Bumpers around; 
Ye roofs ! the joyous notes rebound ; 
Winds ! bear to 22 
n ng! 
im befriend, 
Him defend, 


From open foe, from treach'rous friend; 


And ever may, 
Glad Erin's lay, 
A Brunſwick's praiſes ſing. 
| Come! fill the bumpers round ; | 
Ye roofs ! the joyous notes rebound ; 
Winds! bear to Heav'n the ſound 


God ſave great George our King ! 


Go Jabber to Rebels. 


Tune „oon JACK.” 
— 


Go jabber to Rebels and Crops, do you ſee, 
About danger, and fear, and the French ; 

Neither danger nor fear, while we're loyal and free, 
Can ever make Orangemen flinch ; 

For the Rebels we'll beat, and the French we defy, 
With their rafts, and rheir nonſenſe, and noiſe, 

While William, of Naffau, in glory on high, 

| Keeps watch for his Proteſtant Boys. 


1 heard itte Harry palaver one day, 
3 About — and Rights, 4 Reform; 
Dont you know how he'd jaw, how he d ſay & un/ay, 
In hopes juſt to kick up a ſtorm ? l 
But, he could not to Proteſtant loyalty prove, 
That treaſon was faithful and true ! 
Since William, of Naſſau, in glory above, 
Has emblazoned the Orange and Blue. 


I I ſaid 


1 | 
1 ſaid to the cr. when they thought themſelves 
Act tr CY French Ser as nds 


« Lure our Fathers beat yours dera 


* From th the face of this very ſane land: 
„ Dat knod the Boyne how they ran from 
the fight, 2 
« How they fled from the Ca 
„When William, of Naſſau, 2 
« Encircled by Proteſtants true? 


7 
> 
- 


And now they ave dawn, can they hope to bees 
When Orangemen ſtand in array ? 


For * and their Country, determined to 
bleed, | | 
And Republicans ſtrike with diſmay : 
Oh! no! 'tis too late—all their plots we defy ; 
At their fooliſh attempts we may ſmile, 


Since William, of Naſſau, in glory on high, 
Keeps watch for his emerald 10 


Loyal Song. 
BY CAPTAIN MORRIS, 


Ys brave Sons of Britain, whoſe glory hath long 
Supply'd to the Poet proud che mes ſor his ſong, 
Whoſe deeds have for ages aſtoniſh'd the world, 
When your W you've hoiſted, or fails have un- 
url'd; 
France raging with ſhame, 
At your conquering fame, 


Now threatens your country with laughter and 
flame ; 


But let them come on. boys, on ſea or on ſhore, 
Well work them again, as we've work'd them before. 


C 3 | Now 


( 44) 
Now fluſſi d with the blood of the ſlaves they have 


ſlain, 
Theſe foes we fill beat, ſwear they'll try us again; | 
But n they more they will 


Tis in vein to forge chains for a nation that's free. 
All cheir rafts and their floats | 
And then flat-bottom'd boats, 
Shall not cram their French poiſon down Engliſh- 
men's throats. 
go let them come on, boys, on ſea or on ſhore, 
We'llwork them again, as we've work'd them before. 


They hope, by their falſchoods, their tricks, and 
- alarms, 


To ſplit us in factions, and weaken our arms; 
— 7 know Britiſh hearts, while united and true, 
— 8 r can frighten, no force can ſubdue : 
them try ev'ry tool, 
Ev'ry traitor and fool, 
But England, pune England, no Frenchman ſhall 


So let them come on, boys, on ſea or on ſhore, 
We'il work them again, as we've work'd them before. 


How theſe ſavage invaders to man have behav'd, 
We ſee by the countries they've robb'd and enſlaved, 
Where, maſking! their curſe with bleſt Liberty's name, 
They've ſtarv'd em and bound em in chains and in 
ſhame ; 
Then their traps they may ſet, 
We're aware of their net, 
And in England, my hearties! no gudgeons 

| they'll get 
So let them come on, boys, on ſea or on ſhore, 
We'll work them again, as we've work'd them before. 


Ever true to our King, Conſtitution and Laws, 


Ever juſt to ourſelves, ever ſtaunch to our . 
3 
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This land of our bleſſings, long with care, 
Th — — 2 ; 
United we'll ſtand, 


Firm in heart, firm in hand, 
And thoſe we don't ſink, we'll do over at land ; 
So let them come on, boys, on ſea of on ſhore, 
We'll work them again, as we've work'd them before. 


F 


9 Tune —“ jury rm FIRST.” 


— D 


Au do our Iriſh Proteſtants 
Forget their former ſpirit ? 

And £ they not their fathers zeal 

a ou loyalty inherit ? 

yes; to d great 's throne 

That loyal Pirit riſes, . 

And all the haughty threats of France 
And Popery, deſpiſes. 


Our Orange banner, waved on high, 
Appals che band of Treaſon; 

In doubtleſs courage firm we ſtand, 
In honour, truth and reaſon 

No canting knaves our loyal hearts 
Shall from our King diffever ; 

And though they once thought to get ap, 
We'll keep them down for ever. 


At Orange William's godlike name, 
Let France and Popery tremble ; 

For ſummon'd by the magic ſound 
Do Proteſtants aflemble ; 

And by that glorious Orange ſwear, 
In ſteadfaſt reſolution, 

With heart and hand, Rtill to defend 
Our happy conſtitution. 

* 


— . 


(26) 


Then, brothers, come, the chorus join— 
For each to each is brother ; * * 
One Revolution to defend, 5 
We will oppoſe another. 
| Chorus. Ten, brothers, c. 


—— | 
| On the threatened Invaſion. 
— 


Wirz deeds of Hell deface the world, 
And Gallia's throne in ruin lies, 
While, round the earth, revolt is hurl'd, 
And Diſcord's baneful banner flies — 
Loud ſhall the loyal Briton ſing 
Toarms! to arms !—your bring, 
To ſhield our Country, our King, 
And George and England ſave. 


Ne'er ſhall the deſolating woe, 
That ſhades with horror Europe o'er, 
To us her hideous image ſhew, 

- Or ſteep in blood this happy ſhore : 
Firm as our rock-bound iſle we'll ſtand, 
With watchful eye and iron hand, 

To wield the might of Britain's land, 
And George and England ſave. 


While wide the threat'ning frenzy burns, 


And proſtrate nations moura it's rage, 
Sternly his eye the Briton turns 
To Edward's and to Henry's page. 
As o'er their conqu'ring urn he Bebe, 
Touch'd by their fame's proud fire, he cries, 
Thus o' er our foes we'll ever riſe, 
And George and England fave. 


Of Fancy views them on the deep, 


And turning, as their ſquadrons roll, 
Where great Liss aſhes fleep, 
With triumph falls the Briton's ſoul. 2 
2 
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Advance! he cries—rath fools, advance! 
The grave of Spain ſhall ope for France, 
And George and England fave. 


What prompts theſe reſtleſs foes of life, 
To dare our dreaded arms again ; 
What, but the that party ſtrife, 
Hath broke Britannia's ſhield in twain !— 
But know they not, when France is nean, 
The war of tongues is ſilent here, * 
That all may graſp Britannia 's ſpear, 
And George and England fave. 


Ne'er, in the pinch of Britain's fate, 
Shall Stateſmen's rival ſeuds be known, 
Or faction ſtrive, with thwarting hate, 
To break the Britiſh bulwark down : 
No,—round the altar of our land, 
Link'd in one ſoul, the Britiſh band 
Shall firm in ſacred union Rand, 
And George and England ſave. 


Tho” moral order fink to 

The? all the virtues trodden lie, 

Tho? fury tear the nations round, 

And blood and rapine fill each eye ; 
Ne'er ſhall the ſtorm here turn its flight, 
e er | 

o guide our thoughts, to d our right, 

And George and Engladil fave. 


Oh, happy Iſle ! wiſe-order'd Rate ! 


mr ox One 


(2 ) 


Song, 


BY THE LATE GALLANT CAPTAIN RYAN. 


Tunc— crits LIE DOWN.” 
— 


Ws ſoldiers of Erin, ſo proud of the name, 

Will raiſe upon Rebels and Frenchmen our fame; 

We'll fight to the laſt in the houeſt old cauſe, 

And guard our religion, our freedom, and laws : 

We'll fight for our country, our king, and his crown, 

Au mcds all the traitors and Croppies lie down. 
Down, down, Croppies, lie down. 


The rebels ſo bold—when they've none to oppoſe 
' To houſes and hay-ſtacks are terrible foes ; 
They murder poor parſons, and alſo their wives, 
But ſoldiers at once make them run for their lives ; 
And wherever we march, thro' the country or town, 
In ditches or cellars, the Croppies lie down. 

Down, down, Oc. 


United in blood, to their country's diſgrace, 
They ſecretly ſhoot whom they dare not to face ; 
But when we can catch che fly rogues in the field, 
A handful of ſoldiers make hundreds to yield : 
And the cowards collect but to raiſe our renown, 
For as ſoon as we fire the Croppies lie down. 

Ws Down, down, Cc. 


While they, in the war that unmanly they wage, 
On woman herſelf turn their blood-thirſty rage ; 
We'll fly to protect the dear creatures from 

And ſhelter them ſafely when claſp'd in our arms : 
On love in a ſoldier no maiden will frown, 

But bleſs the dear boys that made Croppies lie down. 
, Down, down, Oc. 


Should France e er attempt, or by fraud or by guile, 
Her forces to land on our emerald iſle, 


% 


We'll 
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We'll ſhew that they ne er can make free ſoldiers 
ſlaves, 

And only poſſeſs our green fields for their graves : 

Our country's applauſes our triumph will crown, 

While low, with the French, brother Croppies lie 


down. 


4, Down, down, &c. 


When wars and when dangers again ſhall be o'er, 
And Peace with her bleflings reviſit our ſhore ; 
When arms we relinquiſh, no longer to roam, 
With pride will our families welcome us home; 
And drink, as in bumpers paſt trouble we drown, 
A health to the lads that made Croppies lie down. 


Down, down, &&c. 


The Frenchmen's Defeat at St. Marcou, May 7, | 
| 1798. +6 
Tune — cores, LIE DOWN.” 


Taz Frenchmen long boaſting of plans to invade 
The mn of the ocean and iſles they command, 
At length an attack have moſt manfully made 
On two little rocks that o'erlook their own land; 
And have try'd what their wonderful flat-boats 
could do, | 
Which thus is announc'd by the guns of Marcou. 


Down, down, Frenchmen ſink down. 


From the Army of Enpland, their pride and their boaſt, 
Five thouſand poor dogs for the trial they choſe, 

And with fifty-two gun-boats ſer ſail from their coaſty 
Deſpiſing their ſtout little handful of foes ; 

For as yet not a man of theſe flat-boat men knew 

How Britons could roar with the guns of Marcou. 


Down, down,t3g 


b : 7 
Whilſt lhe gh long fung the brave Britiſh crew, 
As ready they food to their guns at Marcon 

Down, down, Etc. 


With a fire like thunder, when daylight appear'd 
Our garriſon civilly wiſh'd them Good day ; 
And the _ * the Frenchmen to battle they 


Dy his po of grod ſos if they'd venture to 


For the ſhot Wick as hail tones about their ears flew, 
And whiſtled this tune from the guns of Marcou. 


Down, down, Cc. 


Soon death and deſtruQion thro? all the boats run, 
And ſeven at once to the bottom went down, 
Till the Frenchmen, unus'd to ſuch terrible fun, 
2 better, like cowards, to fly than to 
vn; 
And „Hilf their dead comrades they overboardthrew, 
Their knell was thus tolled by the guns of Marcou : 


Down, down, Cc. 


If a handful of * thus perch'd on a rock, 
To their home in confuſion could make the French 


| dance, 

How may ws their vain boaſting and vapouring mock 

Secure *gainſt the gun-boats and thouſands of 
France ? 


For our hearts are as tout, and our cannon as true, 
And will rattle as well as the guns of Marcou. 


Dewn, down, Ec. 


The 
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A er 


1 


Tune CROPPIES; LIE nown.” 
— 


Tax ruthleſs Fitz . 
His principles form'd in the Orleans ſchool ; 
The torch of rebellion he waw'd in the air, 
And maſſacre ſpread thro” the plains of Kildare : 
The weakneſs of Ir abetted his crime ; 
He fell like a ruffian, and died in his prime. 


Down, down, Croppies, lie down. 


In Dublin the traitors were ready to riſe, 

And murder was ſeen in their lowering eyes; 
With poiſon, like cowards, they aim'd to ſucceed, 
And thouſands were doom'd by aſſaſſins t6 bleed: 
But the yeomen advanc'd—of Nebels the dread, 
And each Croppy ſoon hid his daſtardly head. 


Down, down, Cc. 


The Northerns diſplay'd the more ſteel, 

And murder'd in Antrim the high- born N 3 

By Clav'ring and Durham alan 

To their fortify*d camp on the — the B Bann ; 
From whence they diſpers'd,and ſkulk'd away home, 


The innocent Rebels of Ball | 
With tears in their eyes when they thought ofthe 
prince; 

To Treaſon S head-quarters their thouſands they 
bring 

To pay no more rents, and pull down the King ; 

But ſoon as bold Nugent advanc'd to attack, 

The innocent Croppies were thrown on their back. 


Down, down, Ec. 
D In 
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In Wexford they made a moſt deſperate ſtand, 
And with fire and rapine dishgur'd the land ; 


Their maſſacred captives they caſt to the flood, 
The Slaney ran crimſon with Proteſtant blood : 
But Vengeance purſu'd them with death and deſpair, 
And the carcaſe of Harvey ſoon tainted the air. 
Down, down, Oc. 


Defeated by-Lake, they rally'd their force, 

And mto Kilkenny direRed their courſe ; 

By Murphy led on, o'er the Barrow they pour, 

But hundreds were fated to paſs it no more : 

For Aſgill attack'd them again and again, 

And three times tive hundred lay dead on the plain. 
Down, down, Cc. 


Prieſt Murphy declar'd to the fanatic crew, 
(Who believ'd all his words as the goſpel were true) 
No bullet could hurt a true fon of the Church 
But the devil ſoon left the poor faint in the lurch; 
For by ſome ſad miſtake, thro' a hole in his ſkin, 
A heretic bullet juſt cH¹anc'd to pop in. 

Down, down, De. 


When'the Gods from Above. 
Tune. remus. LIE DOWN.” 


Warn the Gods from above ſaw rhe tate of this iſle, 

They „ 25 Gerrnrons ſchemes they would 
oil; 

A council they held, and ſtraightway did decree, 

« That more ſtrength ſhould be join'd to the old 
Orange tree : 

« For they ſaid, if the rebels had once the command, 

Their bloaod-thirſty actions would diſgrace the 


land.” 
Down, down, traitors lie down. 


For 


1 


For this purpoſe they choſe at Armagh a few friends, 

Who they knew were inclin'd to forward their ends, 

They ſearched their hearts, which were loyal and 
found, 

And to them they diſclos'd all our ſecrets profound ; 

For they knew they'd take part in the cauſe that is 


good, 
And ſupport it with honour, with courage and blood. 
Down, down, Or. 


Then the Proteſtants bold, began quickly to join, 
To ſupport what their anceſtors gain'd at the Boy ne 
A word was enough, they engag'd in the cauſe, 


And vow'd they'd ſupport our good King and his 
ws; | | 


A word was enough, in the cauſe they engag 
And could ſcarce curb their paſſion they were ſo 


enrag d. Down, down, Ce. 


With amazement the rebels beheld how they { 

And determin'd to murder them all in their ; 

But the all- ſeeing Providence ſoon interfer'd, 

And the lives of the Orangemen graciouſly ſpar'd ; 

Their plans they diſcover'd in the dead of the night, 

And boldly attack'd them, and put them to flight. 
Down, down, Cc. 


Their plots thus fi uſtrated, more deſpꝰrate they grew 
Reſolving to ſummon their blood · thirſty crew 
Which when done, to the Diamond they hurry'd 


away, 
But while they're alive they'll remember that day : 


For in hundreds they flew, and ne'er once turn'd 
round, 
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Tunt——  CROPPIES, LIE DOWN.” 
— 


Tus ſpirit of William was nearly extinct, 
And Proteſtants dup'd by the old ſerious ſong, 
With —_— ſweet words they were taught for to 
ink, 
That all their forefathers were certainly wrong ; 
Jeſuit Q*Leary, and Grattan ſo deep, 
Lull'd all the poor Proteſtants quite faſt aſleep. 


Sleep, fleep, Proteſtants, ſleep. 


Thus robb'd of their ſenſes and memory quite, | 
Thoſe Jugglers convinc'd them of marvellous 
things ; 
For inſtance, that blackmoors were now turn'd white, 
And ſerpents ſo chang'd that they all loſt their 
ſtings : | 
Then the penal ſtatutes — how galling the yoke, 
Were all at a ſnap from the innocents broke. 


Broke, broke, from innocents broke. 


Now free from the grave, with a plot deeply 0 
For years a maturing to ſave a miſhap ; 
So ſure of ſucceſs, with the French for their aid, 
They thought to catch Proteſtants faſt in the trap ; 
When the ſhade of old Will. did their charms 
all break, 
And —__ aloud, © My boys, Proteſtants 
wake,” | 
Wake, wake, Proteſiants, ale. 


His brows lower'd thunder, his eyes ſhot a flame, 
While thus he addreſſed his ſlumbering ſeed : 
„O, dead to reflection! O, loſt to all ſhame ! 
Not thus tor the cauſe at the Boyne I did bleed! 
« Hark! in Leinſter the groans of my children 
cry. . 
To arms, to arms, ye Williamites, fly;“ 
Fly, th, Oc. 


('W -} 


Then taking a lilly of bright Orange hue, 
Which — twin' d with 2 fe head to adorn, 
« Take this, my dear boys, tis intended for you, 

« And muſt as a mark of lineage be worn : 


„No longer my ſons by diviſions ſhall fall, 
% This be your inſignia, Orangemen all.” 


All, all, Er. 


The ſound reached Sligo, a nx appear'd, 
True to the back Bone. of right metal made; 
Who nor / , nor French, nor Defender e er 

ear 
Sworn Ready to ſtand, and each other to aid : 
Theſe lads now are ready, and all at a call, 
Not one of them trimmers—true 


en 
all. | All, all, &c. 
Then hence with our fears, ſhould the Croppies now 


budge, | 
In union with Fencibles loyal and bold ; 
Macartney ſhall lead us as Taylor ſhall jud 
To pen ene n. 
The firſt day's encounter the victory ſhall crown, 
The word ſhall be Boyne, boys, and Crop- 


ies, lie down.“ 
wk Down, down, ic. 


Ye Friends of Good Order. 


Tune“ carries, LIE DOWN." 
—— 


Ys friends of good order, attend to the row, 

Our country's all jarring, and I'll tell yon how ; 

A ſet of miſcreants have form'd into 

To ſtir up ſedition, and ſhew it by Crops : 

But may their deſigns and intentions all fail, 

And the loſs of their manhood ſhew the want of a 
tail, Till they're all down, Ac. 


D3 The 
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The firſt of this it is now pretty clear, 

r 

He tho by adopting a is own, 

1 to grapple a throne : 

But non eff inventus, he's not to be found, 

And his flight has occaſion d the ſtreets to reſound, 
33 | With down, Cc. 


Tho' oft diſappointed, theſe Croppies at length, 

Engag'd a huge giant, a Sampſon in ſtrength ; 

He promis'd his aid their grand object to prop, 

And in civic convention commenc'd a law crop ; 

Tho? Religion ſuch wonders of ſtrength did reveal, 

He'd ſhew them his ſtrength lay in cropping his tail. 
But they're all down, c. 


The of men did their meeting reſort, 

To ſhew to theſe Croppies that he'd been at court ; 

He ſwore his ſtrong coffers he'd open to prop, 

And the _ juice of barley ſhould nouriſh each 
rop; 

But now call and ſee him, you'll find him at home, 

In a villa ſtrong built at the ſkirts of the town; 

Where tbey re all down, Cc. 


A Bond of great force was produc'd in this knot, 
To bind in ſedition the heart of each Crop ; 
Says he, * Lads, confuſion thro? Ireland ſhall ring, 
Ard a ſpeedy kick up to our raſcally King: 
„ Tho' we Preſbyterians, and you Papilts be, 
„Well damn all religion, upite, and be free.” 

| But they re all down, Oc. 


Much fears were expreſs'd about Beresford's troop, 
But Jackſon engag'd that he'd fo ſertle that group, 
By invention ot cats theſe great heroes to ſtop, 
And not one among them ſhould trample a Crop; 
So that Shanley's fine charges could never avail— 
But this buck caterwauls in Kilmainbam jail, 
: | Where they're all down, Cc. 


Let 


(WV 


Succeſs to old Ireland, and long live 


Let cach honeſt beart f bumper and. |; 
he. 
May his foes be deteRted, and in their plans opt, 


And inſtead of their tails, may their heads 


cropt : | 
When plunder, or treaſon, ot murder's their aim, 
With ſpeed may deſtruction attend ev'ry ſcheme. 


"Till tbey re all down, c. 


— 


Gov ſave great 


Long live our noble King, 


God ſave the King: 
Send him victorious, 
Happy and glorious, 
Long to reign over us, 

God fave the King. 


Here, while to thee we bend, 

Lord, let thy grace deſcend 
On filver wing ; 

Let our glad hearts expreſs 

Our grateful happineſs ; 

Grant we may long poſſeſs 
George, our bleſi King. 


Father of Light! to thee, 
Giver of Victory, 

Praiſes we ſing ; 
George's mild ſway we own, 
May thy paſt favours ſhewn, 
Still guard the ſacred throne 
| of George our King. 


O God of Comfor:, deign 
To hear the humble flrain, 


% 


\ 


- «She offer'd 1 . 


« And, a. ou of indul ſhe'll feel no 
* to the rank of French 


But Freedom, like her bleſſing, 
9 e Gay 
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« Tis fair that a people, this treaſure poſſeſſing, 
« A price to their maſters proportion d ſhould pay, 
« To conquer for nothing, and rule without profit, 
« While charg'd with expences her troopsto main- 
tain, 
« Is what ſhe diſlikes, and ſhe begs to be off it, 
« France never gives freedom to natives in vain. 


« She therefore refuſes to aid inſurrection, 
« As ſerving the cauſe of the rebels alone, 

« But firſt ſhe will conquer, and then give protection, 
« And ſettle conditions - when Erin's her own. 

« For, unleſs to her plans of dominion appendant, 
« How can they, unconquered, affect to be free? 

« And how can they ever be called independent, 


«« Unleſs, to whatever ſhe wills, they agree? 


« By Bridport's, and Curtis's ſpecial permiſſion, 
« As ſoon as her ſhips ſhall appear on the coaſt, 
« She begs from the Iriſh unqueſtioned admiſſion, 
« And no moleſtation in landing her hoſt : 
« The country ſhe'll clear, as a proof of affection, 
« Of horſes, and cattle, and all the can reach, 
« And truſts that the peaſants will find no objection, 
« Juſt gently to drag her great guns from the beach. 


« To tradeſmen ſhe'll ſhew her parti favour, 
And take manufactures that hang on their hands; 
« For plunder alone is the plan that canſave her, 
« And ſurely they'll ſtrive to outdo her demands. 
« The wealthy will find, in a moment, corrected 
« Each ſource of complaint and abuſe in finance, 
« For the caſh of the land having wiſely collected, 
« She'll lodge that incumbrance ſecurely in France. 


«© The clergy of every perſuaſion admitting 
« To that toleration ſhe ſhews to her own, | 
„They may do their good works in the place moſt 
befitung, | 
« But the ravens of Heaven ſhall feed them alone ; 
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« And er e quite without hope, 
wg be teaſed till they fly from the 


« They'll happily wander about with the Pope. 


« Then for mechanics what hol 7 ek 
8 labour, no caſh 

« No collectors of taxes, no proctors tythes ings 
« But 1 ſoldiers to ſpare them 


« Whilit all ſhall by force volunteer contrivution, 
—_ muſt raiſe it by 
Wich blefhngs like theſe, and the French conſti- 
tution, 


Sure ſlav'ry is freedom, and beggary wealth!“ 


Sons of Erin, confound, with indignant emotion, 
The traitors who thus would reduce you to ſlaves, 
For proudly ſecure's the green iſle of the ocean, 


While Duncan and Jervis, and Howe rule the 
Waves: 


United with Britain, may Erin for ever 
In Commerce, in Arts, and in Science advance ; 
United with Britain, may Erin for ever 


Live mighty and free, independent of France ! 


—ͤ — — — 


Wide der the Land, with Deadly Blaſt. 


Tunc— MAaccy LAWDER.” 
— ̃ 


Wiss Oer che land, with deadly blaſt, 
Rebellion's trump is blown, fir ; 
Fair Peace is fled, and in her Read 

Frowns Horror on his throne, fir : 
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By faction torn, poor Erin monrns 
Her beſt, her braveſt ſons, fir; 
r 


See here, beneath ih aſſaſſin's knife, 

Falls Hamilton the fir, 
There Knipe and Butler, loyal ſouls, 

Lie welt'rin in their blood, ſir: 
Let Uniacke's ſhade, your ſouls inflame 
1 "Cry 1 

t. 8 inſpire you 

And brace each manly finew. 
Lamented ſhades ! be mine the taſk 
n ſir, 

an the flame of juſt revenge 

In ev'ry loyal ſoul, fir; 
Illuſtrious in our boſoms eeign, 

Each loyal heart enraging, 
And lead us on, with traitors all 
Eternal warfare waging. 


*Tis done: the ſun of glory comes; 
Rebellion's miſts are clearing; 
Loud thunders roll from Pole to Pole, = 


Bri & non 6 — 
9 , 
* Imperial Georges tr 


— glory hence is, 


And pours through all her ſons thi train— 
In hoc figno vinces. 


W. B. 
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O! many thouſan 
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Iriſh Loyalty and Courage. 
Tune“ And are you Sure the News is True.” 
—_— 

Ann are you ſure the news is true? 
Again the tale relate, 

How Ireland's ſons have join'd in arms, 
To fight for Ring and State. 

warlike youths, 

Will then in arms appear, 

Guarded by them, we have no cauſe 
Our treacherous foes to fear. 


CHORUS. 
Then let us fill—a bumper full, 
To all the gallant train ; 


When Ireland's fons are doom'd to fight, 
They ne er will fight in vain. 


Former times, Hibernian youths 
The force of Rome repell'd ; 
Whoſe conquering monarchs, in thoſe days, 
The crowns of Europe held: . 
Shall then the ſons of France pretend 
With Ireland's ſons to vie ? 
If they ſuppoſe they're better men, 
Why let them land and try. 
T hen let us fill, &c. 


If Ireland's ſons are firm and true, 


And by each other ſtand, 

No foreign foe will venture then 
To ſtain our native land; 

Or, if they ſhould aſſail our coaſts, 
Impell'd by want and need, 


. When Iriſh banners are diſplay d, 


They'll fly from thence with ſpeed. 
T hen let us fill, &c. 


The 
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The King, our noble father is— 
The Queen, our mother dear— 
The Princes, brother ſoldiers are, 
Whom we ſhall all revere. 
We'll them defend, with might and main, 
Againſt all ſorts of foes, 
Should they come arm'd, to fight like men, 
Or aim their treacherous blows. 
b Then let us fill, &c. 


—————......— : 


The new Date Obolum er, Patriotic Mendicancy. : 


Tune—* BELISARIUS,” 
— ———— 
Ou, Juſtice, how ſtrangely thy dooms are awarded! 
How much to thy ſhame are thy verdicts recorded! 
How Republicans ſtaunch of thy frowns ſeldom 
ſcape any; 
Witneſs poor Peter Finerty, who begs for an half- 
penny ! 
Date cbolum, date 852lum, Peter Finerty, O 


« I have talk'd, I have written, I've ſuffer'd for Trin, 
Her children green cravats ſhall ever appear in; 
] have ſported my ruffles ſo bold in the dock, ſir, 
« And ſtood vr for Freedom as firm as a rock, fir. 
„Date obolum, date cbelum, Peter Finerty, O! 


„ The letter of Marcus they found a falſe libel, 

« Seditious, malicious, tho? true as the bible; 

And at the commiſſion preceding St. Hilary, 

« Your poor Peter Finerty was doom'd to the pillory. 
Date obolum, date obolum, Peter Finerty, O 


« How glorious my triumph, how lofty my ſtation, 

For an hour indulging ſublime Speculation ! 

* er the heads of the people exalted I Rood, fir, 

« 'Truth's innocent martyr, a Babe in the Wood, ſir, 
Date abalum, date cbelum, Peter Finerty, O 


E Tho' 


— 
=; 
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Tho' high I have mounted, ſo greatly I dare, fir, 


Ere long I may highet be lifted in air, fr ; 
„Where The Courage of Ax rns himſelf might re- 
fuſe, fir, | 
« To put on my collar, and ſtand in my ſhoes, fir. 
„Date obolum, date obolum, Peter Finerty, O O 


« Then compaſhon on poor Peter Finerty take, fir ; 
„Who ſo cheerfully ſuffers ſo much for yrur fakes, ſir; 
„% With your kind new year's gifts, ſons of Erin be 
ready, | 
« To Curran, and Emmet, and Mongrel Lord Ned. 
« Date obolum, date obolum, Peter Finerty, O 


Let the rich give their talent, the poor give their 
mite, tir, 

In Democracy's aid let the nation unite, fir ; 

« Oh quickly ſubſcribe, leſt the Pre/s be ſuppreſt, fir ; 

« Tho! the taxes take all, give poor Peter the ret, fir. 


« Date obolum, date obolum, Peter Finerty, O! 


« Come, out with your purſes, for greatly I need 
_ 
« Your names ſhall be publiſh'd, ye champions of 
| Freedom; 
To the Prei aſſice haſten, through thick and through 
F 
« Where AxTHur OCoxxox will take ye all in, fir, 
„Date obolum, date obslum, Peter Finerty, O 


Attention my Brothers. 


Tune—*< BATCHELOR'S HALL,” 


ATTENT1ON, my brothers, attend one and all, 

It's glory invites you, attend to her call; 

To cruſh damn'd Rebellion that's raiſing her head, 

With dark horrid murder's our country's o eripread : 

The Gods have afſembled to join in our cauſe, 
The Gods, &c. | : 


And 
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And invite to their ſtandards all launch ©, ange boys. 
And invite to their, &c. 


CHORUS, 


Without fear, without fear, to our ſtandard repair, 
From treaſon and murder our country well clear, 
And from, &c. 


Bold Mars plac'd this ſtandard conſpicuous to view, 
The colour is Orange, embelliſh'd with Blue, 

The glorious King William in the center is plac'd, 
As the fatherly friend of the Proteſtant race ; 

Then the Gods in full council loud had it decreed, 
That a meſſenger quick to Hibernia ſhould ſpeed. 


Without fear, without fear, &c. 


Fleet Mercury no ſooner ſet foot on our land, 
Than thouſands of heroes were at his command, 
With hearts taunch and firm as old Iriſh oak, 
To accept their free ſervice the Gods did invoke : 
Light as air he flew back, and the Gods heard with 
JOYS, 
That ou armies would join them of ſtout Orange 
boys. | 
Without fear, without fear, &c. 


The Goddeſs of Wiſdom * leave to be heard, 


As ſhe hop'd that old Ireland would be on her 


guard; 
All P y's, G——'s, and monſters diſband, 
That brought ſuch deſtruction on this happy land: 
Make Ogle your choice, for I ſwear he is mine, 
And wuh wreaths of true Orange your brows be'll 
entwine. 


Without fear, without fear, &c. 


Jolly Bacchus called ont in the midſt of the throng, 


II give you a bumper, a toaſt, and a ſong ; | 
By my uy ne Pm pleas'd that ſuch mortals are 
, 


. E 2 That 
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That will fight for their King, and keep damn'd 
Rebels down ; 

Then drink off, my heroes, and loud let us ang, 

May our country be happy, and long live our King. 


Without fear, without fear, &c. 


————— _— —ñx7Üt 


* Satan in Hell. 


Tune—* AXACREON IN HEAVEN.” 
— 


To Satan, in Hell, where he ſat on his throne, 
A few rebels from Britain preferred a petition, 
That he, for his friends, would Republicans own, 
And prefer them, his favourite Sons of Sedition. 
For this was their aim, wherever they came, 
To ſet all in confuſion, the world in a flame; 
And they begg'd he'd “ inſtrut them how beſt to 


convey 


« Wealth, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.” 


My friends, Satan cried, you are welcome to hell; 
« *Tis a jubilee here when the world is in trouble; 

Each demon rejoices when ſubjects rebel; 

e But when a ho dies, their triumph is double. 

Hark ! Paris does ring, Ca Ira they fing— 

My ſons, dip your hands in the blood of your king. 

Go join the Convention, you'll quickly convey 

Wealch, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.” 


« Great, fir, they replied, we approve of your plan, 
« Each virtue we'll baniſh, each truth we'll diſown, 
« With France in her fury, we'll join hand in hand, 
« Hurl our God from his teinple, our King from 
his throne. 
Then back let us fly, in tranſports of joy, 
„ Whilſt or Tan Culotte friends to help us draw 
nigh ; 
a We'll 
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« Well join the Convention, and quickly convey 
« Wealth, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.“ 


Then Neptune aroſe, on Britain's fair ſtrand, 
And declared, to repulſe them he'd readily join; 
„While York and his heroes defend us by land, 
The conqueſt at ſea ſhall be Duncan's and mine. 
« Then let them draw near, it ſoon will appear 
« That Britons will ever be ſtrangers to fear; 
We'll ſoon trim thoſe raſcals, who'd with to convey 
« Wealth, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.” 


Stern a + cried out, « Your plans, my friends, 
ter, 
« Your arms never ſtain with ſo wretched a foe; 
« *Tis mine to diſpatch them; ſo ſhewjng a halter, 
Cried, ** Sic evitabile fulmen, you know. 
„Oer each rebel's head my halter I'll ſpread, 
« My ſons from their fury no longer ſhall dread ; 
« Whilſt a rope binds each raſcal that ftrives to con- 


vey 
« Wealth, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.” 


Ye ſons of Britannia, without more delay, 
Let each loyal ſoul put his hand to his glaſs ; 
« Here's = King—may Ged bleſs him—huzza, boys, 
uzza: 
Huzza boys again — three cheers let it paſs ; 
« Whilſt thus we agree, may our toaſt ever be, 
« May Britons be loyal, united, and free ; 
« May a rope bind each raſcal, who ſtrives to convey 
« Wealth, Glory and Freedom, from Britain away.” 


E 3 Bright 
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Bright Phoebus. 


Tune“ ort TowWLER.” 
— 


BarGcnt Phabus now proclaims the day, 
Fame glorious ſounds her horn, 
Each loyal foldier haſtes away, 
And treats all dread with ſcorn ; 
By honour call'd, they march along, 
Their en'mies they defy, 
While thro” the ranks is heard the ſong, 
All Traitor: they mufi dia. 
| CHORUS. 
With a he ho fleady, 
With a bey bo fleady, 
To cruſh the rebels be ready ; 
Be ready, be ready, 
Undaunted be ready and ſteady, 
While thre the ranks is heard the ſong, 
All Traitors they mult die. 


The Orange Boys they are ſent out, 
With joy they ſcamp apace ; 
Beating the neighb'ring wood about, 
Searching each lurking place : 
But *tis in vain, the Crops are gone, 
Not one can they deſcry ; 
Enraged then, they raiſe the ſong, 
All Traitors they muff die. 
| With a hey be, &c. 


But ſhould they dare to ſhew their force, 
How happy would we be ? 
We ll ſtop their midnight murd' ring courſe, 
And ſoon the nation free: | 
To George's ſtandard we will throng, 
While welt'ring round they lie, 
And rend the air with our fam'd ſong, 
All Traitor they muſt die. 
With a hey ho, &c. 


| 


, — 
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Come Cheer Up my Cade. 


Tune „ HEARTS OF OAK. 


Come cheer up, my lads, . tis to — * we ſteer, 
For true Orange hearts are ſtill ſtrangers to fear ; 
Our boſoms with honour and be glow, 
And fearleſs we'll march to encounter the foe. 
CHORUS, 
Oh, ftill may our flag be with luſtre unfur'd, 
Let, always be ready, fteady, boys, fleady ; 
And true to ourſelves, ww defy al the world. 


Tae King, and the State, and the Laws of this Land, 

The good Conſtitution our forefathers plann'd ; 

To mamrain them we all with one voice ſhould 

For while they protect us, old Ireland is free. 
05, Hill, &e. 


The hand of Oppreſſion we never need fear, 
Our laws are the ſame for the Peaſamt and Peer; 


Our houſe is our caſtle, our fire-ſide our throne, 


And each man in old Ireland is ſure of his own. 
0h, Hill, &c. 


Republican frenzy her ſtandard may rear, 

And Diſloyalty ſeek to pollute our free air; 

But our ſwords we'll neꝰ er ſheath, till our emerald iſle 
From Treaſon redeem'd, ſhall triumphantly ſmile. 


I, /till, &c. 


Then drink to the King, to the State, and the Laws, 
With one voice, with one heart, we'll ſupport this 
cauſe ; 


May the wretch who'd refuſe ſuch a toaſt, never 


prove 
The comforts of friendſhip, or raptures of love. 


Ob, nc er may his flag be with luftre unfurled, 
Nor ever prove ready, bold, fleady, or reads, © 


Wtik we, "YN with glory, defy all the 8 | 
Pj 


Oppoſetion in a String. 
Tune— Tut POPE AND TUE DEVIL.” 
— 


Jack C——, Jack C-——, 
In vain would you ſpur on 
The ſimpleton throng to wnite, fir ; 
How can you pretend 
Their ſtation to mend, | 
When your horns hang ſo much in your light, ſir. 


Pray look at Frank B———, 
How crofsly the cur roſe, 

To maunder and ſcold for the mob, fir ; 
—— — 


. How he ſpori 
And the yellow put — ſir. 


The pure Harry Gr——, 
T' other pocket would fatten, 
ins all his venom to rouſe, and 
people inflame, 
To play his own game, 
And make it a cool hundred thouſand. 


How Peter 
Cried out for Li—berty, 
And peep'd thro? the woad for the nation; 
Tho' ſo ſtoutly he ſpoke, 
Like King Charles in the oak, 
He found it too dear Speculation. 
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Next dome the O*C—rs, 
Good luck to their honours, 


Who ſtrive for the people's ſucceſs, far ! 
This Pollux and Caſtor, 
Can treaſon talk faſter, 


Than their les can be put in The Prefs, fir. 


There's 
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There's brave brother R——- 
In priſon a lodger, 
So ready at cracking his jokes, ſir, 
Will invent us rare news, 
And of murder accuſs, 
Lord Camden and all the great folks, fir, 


But wiſe brother A——, 
The printer, goes farther, 
Of cowardice ever the type, fir ; 
Leaving Roger in jail, 
He for England ſet ſail, 
His to preſerve from the ſtripe, fir. 


y good Doctor D——, 
Pray why ſhould you fix on 
This time your vexations to diſh up? 
Through country and town 
To make up of down. : 
Becomes not a Proteſtant B———, 


Why, mother Battiere, are 
Your Lemens ſo dearer. 
Than Oranpes, China or Seville? 
Did ſweet or the ſtrong 
To their Acid belong, 
You ſhould go make punch for the devil. 


Are you M*An 0 
Emerg'd from your alley, 
To limp a lame Duck in the forum? 
But Counſellor Mac, 
You ſhould muzzle your clack, 
Nor ſhew yourſelf judive coram. 


See Neddy Fitzgerald, 
Diſunion's arch herald, 
Stands ur ſo intrepid and ſpunky ; 
Keep Ready, left you 
Be thrown from the back of your Mantey 


Then 


1 


Then pull - pĩllar Sampſon, 
Would hang us the lamps on, 
And tear down Nee whole conſtitation ; 
But let him beware, 
_  Tho'f , Jeſt he ſhare 
The cruſh that attends RevouuTiON ! 


Now may we exhibit 
Theſe lads in a gibbet, 
While the demiocrats merrily ſwing, fir ; 
And when the Pzzss-Ganc 
_ United all hang, 
Orrost on we'll fee in a ſtring, ſir. 


| * „ The Orange Tree. 


Tune—* cnoreirs, LIE Down.” 
— 


Assz usr, my brothers, aſſemble and ſee, 

The pride of Hibernia, a fine Orange Tree; 

The root it is firm, the trunk it is ſound, 

And the branches now flour iſi o'er old Erin's ground. 
Der down, down, Rebels, lie down. 


It was William the glorious, that planted this tree, 
His foſtering band made it juſt what you ſee ; 
Each — — cluſters of right loyal fruit, 
And the heart of each Orange is virtue and truth. 
Derry down, &c. 


A fet of damn'd Rebels combined to annoy, 

And lop off the branches, the tree to deftroy ; 

But all their curſt ſchemes can avail them no good, 

As their ſteel can't be tempered to cut Orange wood. 
Derry down, &c. 


As the oak by the ivy, this tree is entwin'd 
By loyalty, honour and courage combin's ; 


* 


| Ballynahi 
RE lynahinch. 
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In the ſhade of her branches none e er ſhall repoſe, 
The: 20g 
3 


Whilſt the oak we acknowledge our ſafe · guard 1 ſea 
Our land the bold Orange from rebels will free 
With the Crops invitation ſhould Frenchmen — 
ply, 
From Mx Lot with Orange their Union ſhall fly. 
Derry down, &c. 


Come now fill your glaſſes, and drink with applauſe, 
Our King, Conſtitution, and Proteſtant boys; 

May all black affaflins, wherever they be, 

Meet the fate they deſerve till from Treaſon we're 


free. Derry down, &c. 


By a Fiſer in the Drumballyroney Volunteers. 
— 
A CERTAIN great ſtateſman, whom all of us know, 
In a certain afſembly, no long while ago, 
Peclar'd from this maxim he never would flinch, 
„That no town was ſo dh, as Ballynahinch.” 


The great ſtateſman it ſeems had peruſed all their 
taces, 

And been mightily ſtruck with their . 

While each townſman had ſung, like 
Finch, 


We are all of us e at Ballynahinch.” 
The great ſtateſman return'dto hisſpeeches and read- 


And Fl, > ES N d their proc c 
They had molt of them ſworn, © e be true to 3 
Frinch;ꝰ d 
So byal a town was this Ballynahiach ! 
* Hibernice.pro French. 


3 ＋ 


DW [SY . — 
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Determin'd their landlord's fine words to make good 

They hid pikes in his haggard, cut ſtaves in his 
wood ; 

And attack'd the King's troops—the aſſertion to 
clinch, 

That no town is ſo hal as Ballynahinch. 

O! had we but truſted the Rebels profeſhons, 

Met their cannon with ſmiles, and their pikes with 
conceſſions ; 

Tho? they {till took an eil, when we gave them an inch, 

They would all have been bya/—like Ballynahinch. 


Oh ! Brother Soldier. 


Tune——— LILLIBUKLERO. 
— 
On! brother ſoldier, hear you the news, 
Twang * em, we'll bang *em, and hang 'em up all, 
An army's juſt come without breeches or ſhoes, 
Twang m, we'll bang em, and hang em all up: 
To arms! to arms ! 
Brave boys, to arms 
A true I:iſh cauſe for your courage does call; 
Court, country, and city, 
Againſt a banditti, 
Twang em, we'll bang em, ä em all up. 


The French to invade us great armies prepare, 
Twang em, &c. 


| mr come here, good lord! how they'll _ 
re ! 


Twang em, &c. 
To arms ! to arms &c. 


They come the true cauſe, they "= to advance, 
Twang 'em, &c. 


And what is more rare, they bring Freedom from 


9 France, 
wang em, &c. 
Te arm ! te arms &c. 


' Long had this favour'd iſle enjoy'd | 


| Theſe from our hearts W to tear, 


19 
If this ſhould furpriſe you, there's news, brothers yet, 


Twang em, &c. | 
They bring French aſſignats to pay Iriſhmen's debts. 
Twang em, &c. | 
To arms to arms ! &c. 


And ſore this is paying you in the beſt ore, 
Twang em, &c. 

For who once is thus paid will never want more. 

Twang em, &c. 


To arms! to arms ! &c. 


After all their good-nature, if here they ſhould come, 
T wang em, &c. 

Our Preteſtant heroes will make them to run, 
Twang em, &c. 


* 


To arms ts arms | &c. 


— — 


The Invajuon ; or, The Brit i/b War Song. 
Tunc—* Whilſt Happy in my Native Land.” 
— 
Wurst happy in our native land, 
So great, ſo fam'd in ſtory, 
Let's join, my friends, with heart and hand, 
To raiſe our country's glory: 
When Britain calls, her valiant ſons 
Will ruth in crouds to aid her 
Snatch, ſnatch your muſquets, prime your guns, 
And cruſh the fierce invader ! - 
Whilſt every Briton's ſong ſhall be, 
O, give us death—or victory!“ 


True comforts paſt expreſſing, 
When France her helliſh arts employ'd 
To rob us of each blefling : 


( 56 ) 
(Which long we've learn'd to cheriſh) 


Our frantic foes ſhall vainly dare— 

We'll keep em, or we'll periſh : 
And every day, our fong ſhall be, f 
„OO, give us death—or victory!“ 


Let France in ſavage accents ſing 
Her bloody revolution; 
We prize our Country, love our King, 
* Adore our Conſtitution ; 
For theſe we'll every danger face, 
And quit our ruſtic labours ; 
Our ploughs to firelocks ſhall give place, 
Our icythes be chang'd to ſabres: 
And, clad in ams, our ſong ſhall be, 
„O, give us death—or victory!“ 


Soon ſhall the proud invaders learn, 
When bent on blood and plunder, 
That Britiſh boſoms nobly burn 
To brave then cannon's thunder : 
Low lie thoſe heads, whoſe wily arts 
Have plann'd the world's undoirtg, 
Our vengeful blades ſhall reach thoſe hearts, 
Which ſeek our country's ruin : 
And night and morn our ſong ſhall be, 
O, give us death—or victory!“ 


Ye Sons of Hiberna. 
Tune “ Joy and Health to the Ducheſs wherever ſhe goes 


— 
Ye ſons of Hibernia, alive to the call | 
Of duty moſt ſacred, of glory and honour ; 
Reſolv'd with your country to Rand or to fall, 
Who gloriouſſy crowd to true liberty's banner; 
Thus loyal and free 
You always ſhall be, 


Your 
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Your King and your Country rewards ſha! Alo ; 
And 1 raiſc 


The ſong to your pr wiſe, 
Succeſs to our Yeomen wherever they go. 


In hiſtory's volume the ſage ſhall record, 
How in anarchy ſunk and urg'd on by diſtraction, 
*Gainſt this loyal kingdom that France drew the 
ſword, 
Obeying the nod of vile Party and FaRion: : 
To your country {till true, 
To your arms you flew, 
With ardovr to combat the inſolent foe ; 
While Hibernia with pride, 


Triumphantly cry'd, 
Succeſs io my Yeomen wherever they go. 


Attach'd to our Country, our King, and our Laws, 
No Party ſhall rule us, no Faction diſſe ver; 
We'll conquer or periſh in this glorious cauſe, 
Our motto ſhall be, George and Freedom for ever.” 
To wm glory's charms, 
More brothers im arms, 
Shall join us as ſtreams ſtall enlarge as they flow ; 
Be ſacred each name, 
In the records of fame, 


Succeſs to our Yeomen wherever they go. 


At 8 our ſtudents che atdour have caught. 
patriots diſtinguiſt d in Greece and in Rome; 
By pt > wy +1 — ſo gloriouſly taught, 
To fight tor their country in life's early bloom : 
How in every 


The hero and ſage 


United to combat for Freedom, they know ; 
For their country emoll'd, 


Like the patriots of old, 


The laurel fhall wreath them wherever they go. 
F 2 All 
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( 38 ) 
All ranks, all profeſſions, ſhall greatly unite, 
In one arm'd hoſt for their country to fight, 


Their rights to preſerve, and repel the invader : 


By this valiant band 
Protected we'll ſtand ” 


Long as ſea round the ſhores of Ireland ſhall flow ; 


To them let us raiſe 
I be due tribute of praiſe, 
Succeſs to our Yeomen wherever they go. 


Song, 1758. 


Tune— i1ti1BUkLERO,) 


—_— 
Ler the Fifth of November ne'er be forgot, 
When Heaven eſpouſed the Proteſtant cauſe 
Guſtavus Adolphus, the Gunpowder Plot, 
And Frederick's victory over Souboiſc. 
Praiſed, praiſed, Heaven be praiſed ! 
That we have ſeen the day that is come, 
| To ſhake the foundations 
Of three potent nations, 
T hat quake at the found of a Proteſtant drum. 


Great Frederick was rouſed to make his defence, 


While Europe, in ſecret, his ruin deſign'd; 
Hungary, Ruſſia, Germany, France, 
Swore, Proteſtants all ſhould be ſacrific'd. 
Danger, danger, imminent danger ! 
Threatened to ruin the beſt of mankind. 
Drums ſounded ro battle, 
Where cannon did rattle, 
And Proteſtant boys advanced to the line. 


The legion advanced, with banners diſplay'd 

Wing, rere, and van, for many a mile; 
The Pruſſians, of numbers who ne'er were afraid, 

Stood cock'd ready in rank and in file, 


The lawyer, the ſtudent, the , the trader, 


—̃ — — 9 — 
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At the word of command, w ſee them fall on. 
O, Heaven! was ever ſuch fire and ebe, 
With blows upon helmets, 
That crack'd them Re walnnts, — 
The North pole echo's at ev'ry Rroke. 


When Lewis of France, be heatd his. troops run, 
He attempted to ſpeak but found be was damb ; 
He made ſigus for to quicken his veins, 
And then cried ont, with looſened tongue, 
Wonder, wonder ! nothing bus wonder, 
Could have forced my Iriſh brigade. 
Or make my Gens des Armes 
To ſhrink at alarms, . _ 
Or ſhew their backſides to che Pruſſian blades, 


When Mary, of Hungary, heard of the news, 

Her legions were beat, and dare not be ſeen, 
Her girdle gave way before ſhe could ſay, 

Get me ſome drops to temper this ſpleen. 

Vapours, vapours! hyſteric vapours | 
Swell'd her body as big as a ton ; 
- To eaſe ſuffocating, 
Wirh belching and cracking, 

Her ***** r0ar'd like Great Frederick”s drum. 


News came to the Pbpe that the Germans were broke, 
Juſt as he was fitting down to his ea; | 
He let fall cup and fawcer, which coſt piaſter, 
And cried,, My dear Cardinals, what ſhalt Lay? 
- Go to St. Peter, or ſend him a lettet, 
And tell him, if ever he ov'& me, to run; 
And if he don't come ſoon, 
To ſend good. St. Dunſtan, | 
To beat out the head of this Vrederick's drom. 


Theſe Proteſtants ſure are in league with the devil, 
Or whence ſhould all thoſe victories come: 

The prayers of the maſs are falling apace, 
Aud Heaven itſelf contending with Rome. 


F 3 Water, ⁶ſ 


* 


Or dread what follows the Proteſtant drum. 
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Water, water! more holy water! 
To ſprinkle my Catholics every one; 
And get us more croſſes, 


To make up qur loſſes, 
And relics to match the Proteſtant drum. 


You are all told of a general array, 
To be ſummoned by ſound of a trumpet, to come 
With terrible tone, from Babel to Rome: 
'T will ſtrike you with terror like Frederick's drum. 
Awake, awake! and fee the day break, 
When the prayers ef the Pope cannot ſave you, 


You'd better inform, | 
For fear of a ſtorm, 


Hibernia's Sons. 


+: Tune— LvULLAaBy,” 
* — 
Hirxta's ſons, whoſe hearts are ſteady, 
Aſſemble quick in glory's cauſe; 
All honeſt men ſhould now be ready, 
To join the loyal Orange Boys. | 
Orange Boys, &c. to join, c. 


To William's memory we'll be thankful, 
And hail bim guardian of our laws ; 
Theo? to the Rebels but a handful, 
We'll ſhew them we are Orange Boys. 


Orange Boys, fc. 


To fear and falſchood we are ſtrangers, 
The rabble's ſlanders we deſpiſe ; - 
We have ſtout hearts to face all dangers, 
The aſſaſſin's dread are Orange Boys. | 
| © Orange Beyt, Oc. 


When | 
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When treach'rous plots and rank rebellion, 
And horrid murders give us cauſe, 
Our King, our Laws, the Land we dwell in, 


We'll guard like loyal 1 
ange c. 


Should treach'rous France, by Crops invited, 
Attempt our conntry to deſtroy, * 
Each loyal heart will feel delighted, 
To ſee them fall by — Boys. 


Orange Boys, c. 


While thus we've hearts and hands cemented, 
Fill high your glaſſes, crown your joys ; 
Here's 2 Third in peace contented, 


loyal Orange Boys. 
Or anp? Boys „De. 


Down, in reply to Up. 
— l 
Wren Treaſon or Sedition dare 
To plot againſt the Crown, 
The hand of Heaven will interfere, 
And always put them pow. 


With arms our gallant Yeomanry 
The noiſe of faction drown ; 

And all with heart and hand agree 
To keep the Traitors dows. 


All trades and all profeſſions join, — 
The Robe, the Quill, the Gown ; 

And round the Conftitution twine, 
To keep Rebellion down. 


See old Izaxs lift her heady 
(How awful is her frown !) 

Her features glow with angry red, 

And thus ſhe puts them pown. 


„What 
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&% What Treaſon thus my Land defiles ? 

«© How bold is Faction grown, 
« Which ſeeks to part the ſiſter Iſles, 
« And pullold Albion down ? 


« Muſt mighty Nations be the ſport 
« Of every factious clown ? 

And mobs, for paſtime ſtill reſort, 
To pulling Empires Down ? 


« No! downward hurl'd—no more to riſe, 
For ever let them groan ; 

Aud lift in vain their upward eyes, 
While Nute keeps them down. 


New Proteſtant Boyr. 


Tov true ſons of Britain, attend to my lays, 
Who ſtrictly adhere to a Proteſtant crown; 
The blind zeal of Croppies our colour diſmays, 

We'll join with King 
Thunder, thander, Proteſtant thunder, 
Will ſhiver their pikes in every town; 

The ſons of ſedition 


We'll drive to perdition, 
And always ſupport our King and and his Crown, 


The French guillotine to damnation we'll drive, 
Let Gallic inventions ne er touch on * ; 
Atheiſtical tenets ſhall never arrive, 
To crowd the religion of God we adore : 
Arms, arms! brothers, to arma! 
All join handi in hand to keep Rebels down; 
May the Orange = ever 
Cement us 
In ſupport e ous King, 0 


to hurl them down 


Nay 


"— 
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May our wr” Ser fot > opt repo 


To van 


and keep the enemy low ; 


The gallows _ ibbet with Croppies we'll feed, 
And A Jnited Men up in a row: 
— — God of all mercy ! 5 


Aſſiſt us for ever to keep thoſe thieves down; 
And knit us together, 
For ever and ever, 


In ſupport of our King, Conſtitution, and Crown. 
When Pharoah Reign'd. 


Tunc—* Rotz, BaiT4nN1iA.”” 
—— 


Warn Pharoah reign'd on Egypt's throne, 
And Iſrael in their chams did groan, 
The great I AM to Moſes gave command, 
Tolead them to the Promiſed Land ! 
And all the proud Egyptian hoſt 
Purſuing, in 2 ſea were loſt. 


So, when oppreſt by Papal pow'r, 
With death and plunder ev'ry hour, 
The brave King William (Prince of Orangemen) 
Reſtor'd us to our rights again. 
Hail! mighty William ! conqu'ror of the Boyne, 
Our voices in thy praiſe we join. 


Our Conſtitution we'll maintain, 

Gainſt ev'ry foe on land and main; 

With loyal hearts, both firm and true, 

We'll never ſtain the Orange and Blue: 
We love our King, our Country, and its Laws, 
For ever live the Orange Boys ! 
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Stand Round, My Brave Bays. 


STAND round, my brave boys, 
With heart and with voice, 
And all in full chorus agree, 
We'll fight for our King, 
And as loyally ſing, 
And let the world know we'll be free. 
CHORUS. 
The Rebels ſhall fly, 
As with ſhouts we draw nigh, 
And echo ſhall Victory ring; 
Then ſafe from alarms, 
We'll reſt on our arms, 
And chorus it, Long live the King.” 
Long live the King. 
And chorus it, Long live the King.” 


With hearts firm and ſtout, 
We'll repel the mad rout, 
And follow fair Liberty's call; 
We'll ruſh on the foe, 
And deal death in each blow, 
Till conqueſt and honour crown all. 


Then commerce once more 

Shall bring wealth to our ſhore, 
And Plenty and Peace bleſs the Iſle; 

The Peaſant ſhall quaff 

Off his bowl with a laugh, 
And reap the ſweet fruits of his toil. 

The Rebel, , toe. 

Kind Love ſhall repay 

The fatigues of the day, 
And melt us to ſofter alarms ; 

Coy Phillis ſhall burn, 

At her Soldier's return, 
And bleſs the brave youth in her arms. 


The Rebels, Oc. 


( 654) 
Fuly the Firſt 


Tune —“ Tut BOYNE WATER.” 
— 


JvLy the firſt, in Old-Bridge Town, 
The cannons they did rattle ; 

And long were chaunted up and down 
The wonders of that bartle. 

William the Third, of deathleſs fame, 
Triumphant brav'd the flaughter ; 

To vindicate our rights he came, 
And boldly croſs d the Water. 


With equal love of glory fir d. 
(Tho? in a different way, fir) 

Another William ſince defired 
A viſit here to pay, ſir: 

The world amaz d, deheld a mind 
A little breaſt ſo big in 

His Chriſtmas dinner he refign'd, 
And landed at Balbriggen. 


\ 


With panic ſtruck at his approach, 
No Proteſtant dare rally 

The rumbling of his Lordſhip's coach 
Sent fear thro” Skinner's-alley, 

He went to church—he ſaw a play— 
With Wiſdom moſt unerring ; 

He made us faſi he made us pray 
And gave Ned Byrne a herring. 


To's be G-—rs chin advanc'd, 
With ſpring as briſk as viper; 

And while his friends attendance danc'd, | 
He made us pay the piper. 7M 
For left the outs thoyld make a fuſs, 

To quiet all contention, 
Each week he ſaid, he laid on us 
A thouſand pounds of penſion 


O*Beune's 


{ 66. ) 


— Oeirne's ſhav'd crown from maſs to warp, 


He clapp'd a mitre foon on't ; 

And fond of hearing Ireland's burp, 
Bade Mungan play a tune on't. 

For acts like theſe we're bound to pray, 
Both now andever after ; 

And celebrate the happy day, 


When William croſs'd the Water. 


Crops, quit Exerciſing Pikey. \. 


Tune LET ME ALONE BEFORE THE PEOPLE.” 
» 


— 

Caors, quit exerciſing pikey, 

Run and hide them in the dikey, 

Or your beads we will off ſtrikey, 

And fix them on Newgate ſpikey. 

CHORUS, 

Down your pikes, you rebel croppies, 
Baſe, ungrateful, perjur'd rappies, 
You are caught in your own trappies, 
And we'll elevate your nappies. 


See! our Yeomen coming 
= how they're running, 


See! the 
O'er the bogs and mountains hopping, 


| Pop! pop! pop! ſee! how they're dropping. 
Down your pikes, &c. 


See ! their clergy march before them, 
With their ſacred veſtments o'er them, 


Sprinkling of their holy water, 


W ter. 
your Hikes, you crofpicry 


rappies, &c. 


We totheir complaints attended, 
And their libeftics extended; 


© PI 


In return how did they treat us, 
Conſpiring to exterminate us. 


| Down your pi les, you bloody croppier, ke. 


See! how ſtuff'd each public preſs is, 
| With their hypocrite addreſſes, 
| Fraught with black diſſimulation, 
Striving (till to gull the nation. 
1 Down your pites, &c. 


| Viva la great George our King, 
May each day io him laurels bring; 

And viva la our Conſtitution, 

Free from cob ling Revolution. 


Down your piles, &c. 


Hark! from Gallia's hoſtile ſhore, 

| How the threatening cannons roar : 
| Britons, be firm, with vengeance due, 

| Let's o'erpower the daſtard crew: 

Fame ſhall ſpread our deeds around, 


France ſhall tremble at the ſound : 


Undiſmay'd, we'll fight and ſing, 
With heart and voice, Gd ſave the King. 


5 The Undaunted Britons. 


Let's unite then, hand in hand, 
To cruſh the boaſting treacherous band, 
W ho fight, oppreſſion to increaſe, 
| And overthrow each nation's peace 
We'll ride triumphant o'er the waves, 
And make Britannia's foes her ſlaves. 
A Undiſmay'd, Qc. 

' To ſerve great George, we cheerful 

To face the haughty threat” ning foe. * 5 

For him we'll fight, we'll ſcour the main, 


| 1 Our country's glory to maintain. 
G Honour'd 


( 68 ) 


Honour'd may he live and long, 
Glorious theme of future ſong. 


Undiſmay'd, Ec. 


Howe's Triumph. 
— 

On Sunday morning early, 

Juſt at the break of day, 
Brave Howe the French beat fairly, 

And ſhew'd them Britiſh play. 
The firſt broadſide the Charlotte gave 
Made Monſieur Neilly fly; 
And told thoſe rogues, our heroes brave 

Would conquer, or would die. 


Jeanbon St. Andre, on the deck 
Of the Montaigne, did ſay, 
« Make haſte, my lads, ſhew no neglect, 
“ Crowd fails, and bear away. 
« For Howe has given us ſuch a blow— 
« The truth muſt be confeſs'd— 
If we don't ſteer from ſuch a foe, 
© We'll ne'er go into Breſt.” 


With ſails full bent, away he went, 
And out a ſignal threw 

For them to fly ; which to prevent, 
Our ſhips along- ſide drew; 

A dreadtul ſlaughter then commenc'd, 
And many a ſeaman brave 

In honor fell, whilſt we filenc'd 
Them in a wat'ry grave. 


In Harvey and in Parker's fam: 
Let Britons ever ſing ; 


And future time ſhall hail the reign 


Of George, our gracious King. 
. Howe | Bricannia's fon ! 
Sole victor on the main 
France ſhall proclaim the deeds thou'ſ done, 
And Truth record the ſame. Briton: 


* — — — 
* 
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Britons Struck Home, Led the Way by Lord Howe. 


4 Warn France, grown rebellious, gave death to her 
' King, 
| And burt'd at Britannia the threat of defiance, 
The Genius of Britain was thus heard to fing, 
As ſhe ſmil'd on her navy, each art, and each 
ſcience : 

« Ye tars of old England, my ſons, now adrance, 
Proud Gallia ſhall ſoon Britiſh valour allow; 
«Your ſtout wooden caſtles ſhall ſoon humble France 
„When Britons ſtrike home, led the way by Lord 

Howe.” 


. — — — 7 


Arous'd by the ſummons, her tars flew to arms; 

Each ſea-· god look d up on their actions with won- 

der ; 

| Confuſion and terror the foe ſoon alarms : 

For what could avail the effects of their thunder? 

| Ye tars of old England, twas yours to advance, 
And ſoon make each Frenchman your valour allow; 

Your ſtout wooden caſtles hashumbied proud France, 
For Britons truck home, led the way by Lord Howe. 


—— — — 
* 


From his blood. beſtain'd billows old Neptune aroſe, 
And waving his trident, with joy, o'er the main, 
Britannia, triumphant, arcſe o'er her foes, 
While the god of the ocean took part in the ſtrain: 
« Ye tars of old England, *twas yours to advance, 
And ſoon make each Frenchman your valour 


allow ; 
& Your ſtout wooden caſtles has humbled Pony 
France ; 
For Britons firuck home, led the way by Lord 2 
Howe.“ 4 


\ 
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Britiſh Loyalty. 


c— 
Wort Diſcord, aſſuming fair Freedom's array, 
Spread carnage and death o'er the nations around, 
Let Britons the ſtandard of concord diſplay, 
Nor order ſubvert, nor diſtinction confound ; 


That ſabric defend, which your fathers of yore 


So gallantly rear'd, at the price of your blood; 
Tranſmit to your ſons what your fires did before, 
As yet unimpair'd by the time it has ſtood. 


CHORUS. 


When Loyalty calls you, like Britons obey, 
Aud chearfully join in the chorus, huzza | 
For King, Lords, and Commons, buzza ! 


Britannia, deploring, with ſoft-ſeeling heart, 
That plunder and rapine ſhould waſte half the world 
Enjoins her brave legions their aid to impart, 
And ſee with what ardour their ſails are unfurl'd. 
Our tam'd wooden walis, mann'd with true hearts of 
# oak, 
In thunders proclaim to the nations afar, 
That France defed dar'd our revenge to provoke, 
Tho' Peace is our aim, yet we're ready for War. 


When Loyalty call;, we, like Britons, obcy, 
And chearfully join, Oc. 


O, Britain ! ſurvey your proud rival's ſad doom ; 
Behold her once fertile, now barren domains ; 
And learn from her fate, amidſt anarchy's gloom, 
That death-feeding Famine eternally reigns : 
Inflam'd by Sedition, let Gallia negle&t 

The mcans beſt adapted to Liberty's cauſe; 
Britannia will ever our Freedom protect, 

Our Property, Commerce, Religion, and Laws. 


Men Lnyalty calls,” «ve, Oc. 


o, Gallia! 


— — * 
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O, Gallia ! reflect, ere reflection's too late, 
What pgrils ſurround your political life : 
When wanting a Pilot, the veſſel of Rate 
Rolls guideleſs adrift on the ocean of ſtriſe! 
Derive an example from Britain's bleſt iſle— 
Let civil contention and anarchy ceale ; 
Then culture and commerce, benignly, will ſmile, 
The provident parents of Plenty and Peace. 
When Loyalty cails, we, Cc. 


Ye ſons of Deluſion ! ye children of Wrath ! 

With feeling, O liſt to Humanity's claim; 
Nor ſwerving ſo widely from Liberty's path, 

E'en Nero eclipſing, ſet worlds in a flame: 
A moment revert to the tate of old Rome, 

To mem'ry her feuds and commotions recall; 
Learn thence, that a nation divided at home, 

Muit ſoon to contempt and obſcurity fall. 

When Leyalty calls, we, Oc. 


A' Salt Eel for Mynbeer. 
BY DIBDIN, 


— | 

War, Jack, my fine fellow, here's glorious news! 
Lord! I could have told *em as much, 

That the devil himſelf durſt not ſtand in their ſhoes, 
It Duncan fell in with the Dutch: 

What heart in the kingdom can now feel diſmay,— 
Nine ſail of the line—not amiſs— 

While they ſhrug up their ſhoulders, and ſnuff it away 
How the Mounſeers will jabber at this. 

CHORUS. 

No! while Engliſh boſoms boaſt Engliſh hearts, 
We'll tip 'em all round a touch; 

While with ardour each ftarts that nothing can 

quench, 

We'll bang the Spaniards, belabour the Dutch, 

And block up, and laugh at the French. 


G3 Now 
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Now the French, while in harbour ſo ſnug and ſo ſly, 
Bout their courage they make a fine rout ; 

If they'd have the whole world, not believe it a lie— 
Then, damme, why don't they come out ? 

Becauſe, . they brag that ſo boldly they feel, 
They are all of them trembling for fear; 

From Lord Bridport they'll get ſuch another ſalt cel, 
As brave Duncan prepar'd for Mynheer. 

| For while, &c. 


Let French, Spaniſh, and Dutch, lay together their 
heads, 
And of beating the Engliſh brag 
That they'll fail up the Thames, take us all in our 
bed 


85 
And hoiſt on che Tower their flag. 
Out, cui cries Mounſeer ; Si Signor ſays the Don; 
Mynheer ſmokes his pipe, and cries, Ta, 
But when Jervis, or Duncan, or Bridport come on, 
They are damnably ſick in the craw. _ 
| Wale Ne while, &c. 


Your true honeſt maxim I've heard 'em commend, 
Is the nation you live in to ſing ; 

Where your property, children, your wife, and your / 

ien 

Are the care of your father /e King. 

The man then ſo bleſt, who diſſeminates ſtriſe, 
Deſerves, while he ſinks in diſgrace, 

Neither King. to protect him, to love him a wiſe, 
Nor children io {mile in his face. 

Ne while, &c. 


Duncan and Victory. 
BY DIBDIN. 


Acan the willing trump of Fame 

Receives from bounteous Heav'n a claim, 

Around glad nature*s ſons to call, 

And wake with wender the terreſtrial ball, 
| | Strike 


EE: 


Strike ſhudd'ring France, and harrow'd Spain, 
With Duncan's thunder, and Britannia's reign, 
Confirm'd anew her empire o'er the main. 
CHORUS. 
Sing, Britons, fing ! prizing what Fate has giv'n, 
Union, content, and gratitude to Hawn. 


October the Eleventh, at Nine, 

Neptune beheld the Britiſh line, 

And leſt his honors, ſo long worn, 

Should from our ever-conquering flag be torn, 

Diſmay to France, horror to Spain, 

Bid Duncan's thunder great Britannia's reign 
Proclaim anew—the ſovereign of the main. 

Sing, Britons, ing bl 


Fate warred on this momentous day! 
Three hours, nine ſhips ſaw captur'd lay. 
Vain Holland's dream of power's no more! 
Her conquer'd fleet ſhall grace the Britiſh ſhore. 
Droop, fearful France !—Sink, trembling Spaiir! 
Duncan ! in thunder! great Britannia's reign 
Proclaims ancw—the ſovereign of the main. 
Sing, Britons, ſing ! &c. 


On the Death of Captain Faulkner. 


ur warlike genius of this ſea-gitt iſle, 

Mighty Britannia, hung her drooping, head: 

er pallid ſace, no longer ſeen to ſmile, 

She mourn'd a hero loſt, her Faulkner dead. 
Upon a craggy rock that verg'd the main, 

Penfive ſhe ſat, with forrow ſore oppreſs'd, 
Her eyes drop torrents for her fav'rite ſlain, 

While anxious bodings fill her throbbing breaſt. 


The wat'ry god, great Neptune, from afar, 
On Amphitrite's boſom, where he lay, 
Commands his tritons to prepare his car, 


The Nereidsto attend they quick ober. 
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His bounding courſers ſtem the azure tide, 
T6 where Britannia ſat, their way they take ; 
The god, with Amphitrite by his fide, 
Commands their pauſe, and thus conſoling ſpake : 


« Grieve not, Britannia, for thy Faulkner's fate, 
« Nor vainly with thy tears his loſs bewait; 
« His death a Briton's envy might create, 
« Who bravely for his King and Country fell. 
« Rouſe then, Britannia, proudly re- aſſume 
« 'Thine ancient glories, nor thy daring ceaſe, 
Till Vict'ry, fitting on thy radiant plume, 
Shall guide thee ſafe to Happineſs and Peace.” 


The Invaſion. 


BY DIBDIN. 
— 
Tur French are all coming, for ſo they declare, 
Of their floats and balloo ns all the papers adviſe 
us z 
They're to ſwim thro the ocean, and ride on the air, 
In ſome foggy evening to land and ſurpriſe us, 
ir army's to come, and plant Liberty's tree— 

Called the Army of England! What matchleſs 
preſumption ! 

Let them come—thoſe who meet not with agues at 
a, 

Will, on ſhore, firſt get favours, and then a conſump- 
tion. 


CHORUS. 


Poor fools ! by the finger of fate they're invited, 
For our Freedom and Laws, 
Come on in this cauſe, 


They no longer are Britons who are not united. 


The old women and children report ſuch ſtrange 
-, things 

Of their grand preparations, their, touts, and their 

rackets ; One 


— 


— 
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One army they tell us is furniſhed with wings, 
And another's accoutred, they ſay, in cork jackets. 
Well, ſo much the better - their luck let m try; 
Come here how they will, we ſhall damnably nib 
'em: [French fly; 
"Tent the firſt time, my lads, we have made the 
And as for their jackets we'll curiouſly trim em. 

Poor fools ! Ec. 


Then they'll faſten a rope from the land's-end to 
France, 
On which, when their wonderful project's grown 
riper, 
They'll all to the tune of the corn dance, 
Determin'd to make Jack Roſbiff pay the piper. 
But let em take care we don't come athwart hauſe 
If we ſhould, they'll juſt fancy the devil has 
ot em, 
For they'll get from their horſes ſo decent a toſs, 
That, capſized, will ſoon ſend them a dance to 
the bottom. Poor fools ! oc. 


Yet, who knows how far their mad liberty ſcheme 
May ſucceed ? of man's wrongs the ſuppoſed pa- 
nacea | 
They -have often come here, killed us all—in a 
And afterwards eat us all up—in idea. 
And let 'em dream on, that they're cutting our 
throats, 
Till, devoted to danger they're little aware on, 
They wake from their fleep, change their flat-bot- 


tom'd boats 
For a voyage o'er the Styx in the boat of old 
Charon. Poor fools! c. 


But jeſting apart, we their pride muſt chaſtiſe, 
Tho? we'd no other hold on our hearts and our 
duty Tljprise, 
Than their inſolent boaſt, that they'll ſeize, as their 
In their purſe—Engliſh gold, in their arms—En- 
| gliſh beauty. Engliſh 
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Engliſh beauty for them ! the infernals ſcaled Hea- 
ven, [lignity ; 
That ſoon hurled to fate their audacious ma- 
So thall they, to their fate, by a virtuous frown 
driven, | 
Own the females of Britain poſſeſs Britiſh dignity. 
| Poor fools ! ce. 


Then, rouſe, Britons, rouſe ! while this vapouring 
crew 
Are deluding their own, and belying our nation, 
Let us—noble, unanimous, loyal, and true, 
To their folly give pity, theu threats indignation. 
Our freedom's not riot, nor uproar run wild — 
To honor, to virtue, to dignity, treaſon ; 
A rational bleſſing, juſt, temperate, and mild; 
The freedom of England's the freedom of reaſon. 


Poor fools c. 


The Fight of Camperdown. 


— 


ExROLLED in our bright annals lives many a gallant 

name, {fame ; 
But never Britiſh heart conceiv'd a prouder deed of 
To ſhield our liberties and laws, to guard our ſove- 


reign's crown, [ Camperdown. 
Than noble Duncan's mighty arm atchiev'd off 


CHORUS. 


To ſhield our liberties and laws, to guard our for” reigns 
crown 


Inenexctal be the glorious deeds atchics de Camperdown. 
October the Eleventh it was, he ſpied the Dutch at 


nine, Cline; 


Their 


The Britiſh ſignal flew to break their cloſe embattled 


1 
Their line was broke, for all our tars, on that nut. 


picious day, Laway. 
All bitter mem'ry of the paſt had vow'd to Wipe 
Their line, tc. 


At three o'clock, nine mighty ſhips had ſtruck their 
colours proud, [flags had bow'd ; 

And two brave adm'rals at his feet their vauquiſh'd 
Our Duncan's towering colours ſtream'd diſtin- 
guiſh'd to the laſt— ſmaſt. 

For in the battle's fierceſt rage he naild them to the 


Our Duncan' ſy Oe. 


The victory was now complete, the cannon ceas'd to 

roar, [tive ſhore ; 
The ſcatter'd remnants of the foe ſlunk to their na- 
No pow'r the pride of conqueſt had his heart to lead 


aſtray, [heard to ſay : 
He ſummon'd his triumphant crew, and thus was 


CHORUS. 


Let every man now hend the knez, and here, in ſolemn 


P ray ry [ bis care. 


Give thanks to God, ab in this fight has made our cauſe 


Then on the deck,—the noble field of that proud 
day's renown,— [ God knelt down, 

Brave Duncan, with his crew devout, before their 
And humbly bleſs'd his Providence, and hail'd his 
uardian pow'r, Cbattle's hour. 

Who 4 — ſtrength, and ſkill inſpir:d in that — 


The captive Dutch this ſolemn ſcene ſurvey'd with 


ſilent awe, [impious law; 
And rued the day when Holland crouch'd to France's 
And mak'd, how virtue, courage, dann, unite to 
form this land [command. 


For victory, for fame, and pow'r, 2 ** and 
nd marked, or 
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The Venerable was the ſhip that bore his flag to 
fame,— [ name. 
Our vet'ran hero well becomes his gallant veſſel's 
Behold his locks ! they ſpeak the toil of many a 
ſtormy day ; [his way. 
For fifty years and more, my boys, has fighting been 


CHORUS, 


* 


The Venerable was the ſhip that bore his flag to Fame ; 
And venerable e ever be our vet ran Duncan name. 


* 


On the late Invaſton, 1797. 
| — 


Tux world has long waited in great conſternation, 
Th' event of this wonderful French preparation; 
Whether Portugal, Ireland, or India, call'd Weſt, 
Should be prey to the fierce deſperadoes of Breſt. 
Derry daun, &c. 


There was Admiral Galle, faith, and Richery too, 
A pair of damn'd pirates as ever you knew, 
With ſoldiers and galley ſlaves led on by Hoche ; 
I wiſh the Dee l had the whole ſet” dar: 7 poche. 
| Derry down, &c. 


»Twas long undetermined which way they ſhould 
| ſteer, [cheer ; 
Till at laſt they bethought * em of our Chriſtmas 
When with good proviſions our cellars are ſtor'd, 
And beef and plumb-pudding ſmoak rich on each 

board. 


In anger and appetite, none could exceed 'em, 
They Erd- no treaſon to ſay, Devil ſpeed * 4 
t 


Derry down, Kc. , 


«SS 


— _——_ 


May our enemies 


l 


That this was their ſcheme, you muſt own is moſt 


clear, Beer. ö 
For they moor'd twixt Sheep s- head and the iſland of 
Derry down, &c. 


It blew from the ſhore a briſk wind at North Eaſt, 
And they ſnuff d in the gale—Ricnarnnd Warrz's 
Chriſtmas feaſt ; [reign— 
For at Seafield good cheer and good fellowſhip 
long for them ever in vain. 
Derry down, &c. 


How they lick'd their lank lips, and they * 
to regale 

On his Carberry mutton and old bottled ale ; ; 

But in this the French gluttons were ſadly miſtaken, 

Stead of taſting his meat, not to iave tkeir own ba- 
CON. Derry down, We. 


For Patrick, the tutelar Saint of our iſle, 

Look'd down on his favourite ſons with a ſmile : 

« No ravages ſhall this fair country detorm,— 

« Il {carter the ruffians, he cried, with a ſtorm.“ 

Derry down, Oc. 
—_— 

With ſpirit elate, and with arms in each hand, 

ludignant we roſe to repel this raſh band, 

Meantime our good Saint had preferr'd his petition, 

And ZAoulus, well pleaſed, undertook the commiſ- 
ſion. Derry down, Fc. 


The wind *gan to rage, and the ſurges to roar, 
And drove them halt-ſtarv'd from the long wiſh*d-for 
ſhore ; 


A few ſhips returned, when the weather grew ſtill, 
But they ne'er could get farther than Hungry Hill.* 
Derry down, Oc. | 


H O name 
* A place off Bantry Bay. 


( 8 ) 


O name of ill omen to Richery's crew, 
The Ifland of Promiſe juſt ſuffered to view; 
Now robb'd of their booty, let Hoche and his hectors, 
Go tell their great feats to the Gallic DireQors. 
| Derry down, Oc. 


To compleat their confuſion Lord Bridport appears, 
And the flag of Great Britain triumphant uprears ; 
Upon the Atlantic all ſcattered they rove, 

As ſheep from the wolf, or from falcon the dove. , 


Derry down, Cc. 


Then bumper your glaſſes, to George drink a health; 
To Ireland, peace, happineſs, honor and wealth; 
May no feuds or diſtord her united ſons ſever ; 
And cur Army and Navy be vigorous for ever 
Derry down, Cc. 


The Invaſion. 
{WkITTEN IN JANUARY 1797.) 


Now fair and ſtrong the ſouth-eaſt blew, 
And high the billow roſe, 

The French fleet bounded o'er the main, 
Freighted with Erin's foes. - 


Oh! where was Hood? and where was Howe 
And where Cornwallis then ? 

Where Colpoys, Bridport, or Pellew, 
And all their gallant men ? 


Nor ſkill nor courage aught avail 
When Providence gainſays ; 

The ſtorm aroſe and cloſed our ports, 
A miſt o'crſpread the ſeas. 


For 
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For not ro feeble mortal mar 
Did God his vengeance tru; 

He raiſed his own tftemendous arm—- 
All-powerful and all-juſt. 


Now fierce and loud the tempeſt He, 
And ſwept the quivering main. . 

And part go South, and part go V'eſt, 
And part the ihore attain. 


And tumbling on the boiſterous wave 
The ſhattered veſſels lie; 

The billows mounting o'er their heads, 
To kiſs the bending ſky. 


« Ariſe, ye ſons of Erin, riſe, 
« The Gaul is on the ſhore; 

« He comes, begrimed with murder foul, 
« And red with Royal gore.” 


The ſons of Themis proudly drew 
The ſword of Juſtice bright, 

And thirty thouſand Yeomen blades 
Reflected back its light. | 


Now, firm and bold, her hardy troops 
To Erin's coaſt repair ; 

With ardent zeal they march along, 
Their banners fill the air. | 


But not to Albion's navy bold, 
Nor Erin's patriot band, 

Did God his miniſtry depute 
To fave his favoured land. 


In Bantry's bold and rocky bay 
The hoſtile navy rode; 

And now the feſtal time arrived, 
When Earch beheld her God. 


H 2 
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The impious crew, with anxious eyes, 
Beheld each verdant plain ; 

And mocked and ſcoffed the holy hour 
With many a jeſt profane. 


Bur ſure ſuch loud and angry winds 
Ne'er ſhook the ſeas before ; 

Nar ever did the glaring ſkies 
With ſuch deep thunder roar. 


For thirteen nights and thirteen days 
The famiſhed wretches ftrove ; 

And ſome were wrecked, and ſoꝛne deſpair 
Before the tempeſt drove. 


Now, ever praiſed be our God, 
Who ſaved us trom their hand ; 
And never more may toe preſume 


To dare this Chriſtian land. 


T be Voice of Britain. 


Tune „ HEARTS OF OAK,” 


— 
Away, my brave boys! haſte away to the ſhore ; 
Our foes, the vile French, boalt they're ſtraight com- 
ing o'er 
To murder, and plunder, and raviſh, 8 
Let them come — we'll take care they ſhall never re- 
turn. 
For around the White Cliffs, hark! the notes loudly 
ring, 
„ Britons are ready, 
Steady, boys! ſteady ! 
To fght for old England, our Laws, and our King, 


They knew that united, we, ſons of the waves, 
Would ne — to Frenchmen, nor grovel like 


8 3 . 
* So, 


16 
So, before they durſt venture to touch on our ſtrand, 


They ftrove with ſedition to poiſon our land: 
But around the White Cliffs nau the notes loudly 


ring, &c. 


They ſwore we were flaves, were all loſt and undone, 
That a Jacobin Noſtrum, as ſure as a gun, 
Would make us all equal, and happy, and free; 
"Twas only to dance round their Liberty's tree. 
No, no; round our Cliffs let the notes loudly 
ring, &c. | 
*T'was only to grant them the kiſs call'd fraternal, 
(A kiſs which all Europe has found moſt infernal;) 
nd then they maintain'd the effect could not miſs— 
We ſhould all be as % u as Venetians or Swils. 
No! no! round our Cliffs let the notes loudly 
ring, &c.. 


But their note is now chang'd, and they threaten to 


pour 

Their hoſts on our land, to lay waſte and devour ; 
To drench our fair fields and our cities in gore, 
Nor ceaſe to deſtroy till old England's no more. 


Let them come if they dare—hark ! the notes 
loudly ring, &c. 


My ſweet roſy Nan is a true Eng wiſe, 


And loves her dear Dick as ſhe loves her own life ; 


Yet ſhe ties on my knapſack, and ſmiles while I glow 
To meet the proud French, andtolay cheir heads low; 


And chaunts round the Cliffs, let thie notes loudly 
ring, &c. | 


And Ned, my brave boy, with a true Engliſh heart, 
Has entirely forſaken his plough and his cart ; 
His farm he has quitted to dig in a trench, 
And all for the ſake of a cut at the French : 
While he fings all day long, let the notes loudly 
ring, &c. | 
H 3 Away 
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Away then, my boys ! haſte away to the ſhore ; 
Our foes, the vile French, boaſt they're ſtraight com- 
o'er 
To murder and plunder, and raviſh and burn— 
They may come—but, by G—! they ſhall never re- 
turn. 
For around the White Cliffs ! hark! the notes 
loudly ring, 
Brave Britons are readr, 
Steady, boys ! Ready | 
To fight for Old England, our Laws, and our King. 


While Britain's Sons their Freedom Boaſt. 


Wer Britain's ſons their Freedom boaſt— 
Their King—their Laws—their Naton— 


The Yeomanry now form an hoſt 


For mutual preſervation. 
Sick with diſguſt at blood-ſtain'd France, 
Each Briton ſeeks a leader; 
The ploughſhate ſhines a poliſh'd lance, 
T' repel the bold invader. 
CHORUS. 
Then rear the flandard, graſp the lance, 
Let's feize the great occaſion— 
Let's wield a ſcourge to puniſh France, 
IWher fhe attempts invaſion. 


Ah! who, ſo ſalſe to Nature's laws, 

Would rend the ſtrong connexion 
Berween the Parent and her cauſe, 

Now ſhe demands protection? 
icrne's ſons the ſummons hear, 

Inſpir'd with worth inherent, 
And, davntleſs, one and all they ſwear, 
To die! or ſave their parent. 

Then rear, Ca. 


Say, N 
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Say, can the diſcontented few, 
Whoſe only aim 1s, plunder, 
The cauſe of ſocial love ſubdue, 
Or rend her ties aſunder ? 
May they as noxious weeds appear, 
Who choak the glebe that grows em 
Who, ſerpent-like, are foſter'd here, 
Yet ſting their parent's boſom. 
| Then rear, Cc. 
On fair Britannia's faithful breaſt, 
See Royal George repoling ; 
While murder'd Louis ſinks to reſt, 
French cruelty expoſing. 
Go! drink the tears which monarchs weep, 
You regicides! whoſe luſt tis 
In 2 breaſts your poinard deep 
T” implant, then call it juſtice! 
Then rear, (fc. 
Oh ! may each loyal Britiſh ſoul 
Find freedom and protection; 
By guardi ng. one we guard the whole, 
Againſt this French infection. 
Fe... — well lin'd with walls of wood, 
Our hearts with reſolution, 
In George's cauſe we'll ſhed our blood 
To King and Conſtitution. 
— Then rear, fc. 


The King —Ged Bleſs Him. 
Taz King \—God bleſs him. Fill your glafſes— 
Shew yourſelves of metal trne ; 
Worth, like his, all praiſe ſurpaſſes— 
Let us give him honor due. 
CHORUS. 
Duncan, he can match the Dutchmen— 
Vincent made the Spaniards y 4 
Howe, fo nobly drubb'd the Frenchmen— 4 
Foes at home we all defy. = 
We'll 
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We'll protect him from all dangers ; 
He ſhall ne er have aught to fear; 

We to duty are no ſtrangers, 
Should the enemy appear. 


Noble ſouls love noble thinking 
Jacobins may run aſtray; 

But, from loyalty ne ler ſhrinking, 
We will firmly by him ſtay. 


Duncan, Cc. 


Duncan, Ic. 
Sons of Faction flee before him, 
Who now rules the vanquiſh'd main; 
All PRE 2 him— 
ſend him to rei 
_ Duncan, c. 


8 Strange are the Times. 


Air—“ TAE PROTESTANT BOYS.” 
— 4 
So ſtrange are the times—delufion's ſo ſtrong, 
That many have from their true loyalty ftray'd ; 
Reform they'll have—be it right, be it wrong, 
Tho? conſequent evils have never been weigh'd ; 
But to arms they fly, 
Thoꝰ certain to die 
Where'er in tumultuous array they appear ; 
For how ſhould ſuch wretches, 
Without ſhoes or breeches, 
With regular forces e er date to compare? 


Emancipation is but the pretence 
Made uſe of by traitors to ſtir up the mob ; 
Tis eaſily ſeen by each man of ſenſe, 
Their only defign is to murder and rob. 
: Search Europe around, 


There's not to be found : 
A nation where Papiſts were ever ſo free; 
90 fully protected, * 
And always reſpected, 


Except when they prove their diſloyalty. But 
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But, who could believe that men could be found 


So loſt to all honour, religion, and laws, 
T' invite our French foes our coaſt to ſurround, 
And fwear to be true to their plundering cauſe ? 
But look to the kind 
Who do themſelves bind 
Our bleſt Conſtitution, and Laws to o'erturn ; 
And by rapine and murder 
Their project to further, 
And Proteſtants flaughter, and poiſon and burn. 


Tho? their common cant is for Liberty, 
Ns conceſſion can ever come up to their views, 
Until they can plant the Republican tree, 
Supported by thoſe—who have nothing to loſe. 
Neither mercy nor favor, ; 
Conferr'd on them ever, 
Can make them attach'd to our ſov'reigu or laws; 
Nor oaths, that oft bind 
I be reſt of mankind, 
By them are obſerv'd, when againſt the old cauſe. 


Since by fair means, we find, they're not to be won, 
To ſuffer their neighbours to live in bleſt peace, 
Ler's give them a leflon with bayonet and gun— 
We'll either reform them, or give them a chace ; 
For ſince firſt they appear'd, 
They never yet dar'd 
With our troops, in fair battle, to diſpute the field. 
At firſt charge they ſtill fled, 
Except thoſe they left dead, | 
And ſome who, thro' mercy, were ſuffer'd to yield. 


Forlorn flaves ! by your prieſts you are gulFd; 
Who think to eſtabliſh their ſet by your ſwords. 
Thirty thouſang are loſt—yet ſtill you're cajol'd 
To depend on their lying and blaſphemous words ; 
For who could believe 
That meaſure could thrive, 
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When, with all your pow'r, you break God's com- 
And by devaſtation, [mand ; 
And aſſaſſination, 

Reduce to a deſart this beautiful land? 


But the fulneſs of time at length has arriv'd, 
When Papacy tumbles down—never to riſe ; 
When juggling and tricks ſhall no more be believ'd 
The world, for ſuch folly, is now grown too wiſe. 
Too long they've abus'd, 
And ev'ry art us'd 
To lead ignorant, c:edulous mortals, aſtray; 
When their frauds are all ended, 
Mankind will be mended, 
And morality flouriſh as bright as the day. 


Then perfidy, malice, and fraud will depart, 
And love reign cternal ove our race; 
Pure religion will ſhine, and poſſeſs ev'ry heart, 
Until there's an end of both time and ſpace. 
Our ſwords and our ſpears 
Well turn to ploughſhares— 
Free from ſedition, farrounded with joys ; 
No fiend then we'll find 
Embroiling mankind, 7 
But live like true Brothers —all Proteſtant Boys. 


No foes then will dare to inſult our proud realm, 
When each Britiſh nerve is with loyalty ſtrung ; 
Third on the throne, and Pitt at the 
Im, 
The fomentors of treaſon ev'ry where hung: 
Long live our good King, 
Let true Iriſhmen ſing, 
And in one grand chorus their voices all raiſe ; 
May the Hanover line 
* r ſtill ſhine— als 
y peace rule their kingdoms, and bliſs crown 
the days 


"4 
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Again, to ſeek our Emerald Iſle. 
Tune Rorz, BuiraNNLA.“ 


Acar, to ſeek our Emerald Ifle, 
The Frantic Gaul directs his way; 
Even now his feet the land defile, 
Even now I hear fad Exin ſay, 
Once more ariſe, ye patriot band, 
* Avengers of your native land. 


By all the fields your fathers won, 
© By all the blood yourſelves have ſhed, 
* Let every fire exhort his ſon 
To emulate the mighty deed : 
Then ſhall ariſe the patriot band, 
* Avengers of their native land. 


© By Wexford's Bridge, begrim'd with blood, 
The ſcene of many a murderous day, 
© While filver Slaney's trembling flood 
« Ran bluſhing crimſon to the ſea ! 
To vengeance riſe, ye patriot band, 
To vengcance for your native land, 


By Enniſcorthy's blood-ſtain'd hill, 
Where many a loyal hero lies, 
By Roſs's ſtreets and Fowkes's Mill, 
* Once more, my ſons, to glory riſe ; 
Tis Exix calls her patriot band, 
* Avengers of their native land. 


© By the ſad matron's piercing ſcreams, 
That mingle with ker children's cries, 
From Scullaboge's deteſted flames, 
* And claim their verigeance from the ſkies. 
« *Tis Exin calls her patriot band, 
« Avengers of their native land. 


By 
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* lorious Rray' s honoured Shade, 
(The victim of a murderer's knife 
0 Th ſpirit by no fear diſmayed, 
Which for his Country gave his Life. 
Tis Exix calls her patriot band, 
* Avengers of their native land. 


By ſainted G1rrard's early urn, 
A martyr in the dawn of youth, 
* Whoſe glowing ſoul no force could turn 
. rr honour, loyalty and truth. 
© *Tis Exix calls her patriot band, 
* Avengers of their native land.” 


By brave MovuxTJoy and proud O'Nx11, 
By gallant Sax ps, in glory ſlain 
Where many a traitor taints the gale, 
VUnburĩed on the goary plain. 
Tis Ex calls her patriot band, 
Avengers of their native land, 


Yes, by theſe goary fields we ſwear, 
By every immolated friend, 
The loyal banner ſtill to rear, 
Our King and Country to defend. 
Since Exix calls her patriot band, 
Avengers of their native land. 


Found in the Pocket of a French Officer, under a 
ludicrous Drawing of a Huſſar riding on an Aſs 
which ſeemed very unruly. 
Tune—* MAKLEROOK.” 
— 


From Rochfort, in the Bay of Biſcay, 
Me come for de very fine whiſkey, 
To make de Jacobine fritkey ; 
And Erin may go bray, 
And Erin may go bray ! 
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Me get de mealy Potatoe 
From de Iriſh Democrato, 
To make de Jacobin fatto; , , 


Me ger 7 Gr 
De Rents, and de Tydes, and de Taxes, 
De Beef and de Pork and de Flaxes ; 


And Erin may go bray, ec. 


Me put into requiſition, 
De Girl of every condition, 
For Jacobin coalition; 
And Erin may po bray, c. 


De beef be good far my pelly, 
De veal make very fine jelly, 
For me to kiſs Norah and Nelly ; 
And Erin may go bray, Ic. 


De linen make ſhirt for my ruffle, 
And Pat. may go vork vid his ſhove], 
Or live in his d-—d dirty hovel ; 


And Erin may go bray, 2 


By Gar! you may grumble and pricko, 
But Jacobin always will ſticko, 
While there's any thing for him to picko ; 


Thanks to Neppy and O'Coxxor, 

Who did me very great honor 

To put ane aſtride upon her; | 
; And Erin may go bray, Cc. 
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Datis Vadibus ; or, Signed, Sealed, and Delivered. 


Loxs time had Old Nick hover'd over the Gibbet, 
And ſharpen'd his claws with the patriot hope, 

That a day or two more would in public exhibit 
The Herxozs or Unity ſtretching the rope. 


When thus to his Come-rogues ſpoke Dr. M*Nevis, 
Sad ſymptoms I ſee that I tremble to tell; 
Old Beelzebub's claw diſur#e; us from Heaven, 
And th* Executive waits to tranſport us to hell. 
© Behold him preparing to make his attacks on 
The few that have 'ſcap'd from the gallows and 
© ſword ; 
Poor Saurson and EmmtTT, O Coxxos, and 
© JACKSON, 
The Director is waiting to take you on board.” 


Old Nick overheard; and have done with your 
* quaking, 
© Dear Doctor, the fiend grimly grinning, replied; 
I'm in no ſuch vaſt hurry my cargo for taking, 
« So, my boys, you may ileep without fear of 
* your hide. 


© Come, chear up, brave Tonny, be merry O'Cox- 
© NOR, | | 

No cauſe have you yet to ſink down and deſpond, 

* Awhile I will leave you, not doubting your Honor, 


Old Nick, for your coming, has TAKEN A 
* BOND.” | 


The Triumphs of Erin. 
— 


EukRALD Iſland, verdant Erin, 
Lo] along thy troubled ſhore, 


Treaſon 


| 
| 
i 


— ————— P 
— l — — — 
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Treaſon high its ſtandard rearing, 
Pants to dye thy fields in gore. 


Once endowed with every bleſſing. | 
Free, united, loyal, brave ; : 
Nea thy treach'rous ſons are preſſing 
Thee, their parent, to enſlave. 


Freedom's ſacred name aſſuming, 
Baſely they pervert its end; 

To their dreadful plans preſuming 
Erin's gen'rous ſoul to bend. 


But beneath the cloak of feeling, | 
Love and truth, and peace profeſs'd ; 


Treaſon, thus its head concealing, 


Points a dagger at thy breaſt. 


Thoſe for freedom truly fighting, 
Ne'er would /e their native plains ; 
Nor the aid of France inviting, 
Seek a foreign Tyrant's chains. 


Erin, ancient ſeat of learning, 
Whilſt o'er Europe darkneſs ſpread, 
Can't not thou, its wiles diſcerning, 
Cruſh the ſpecious ſerpent's head. 


Nurſe of heroes, famed in ſtorv, 
Oft confounding France and Spain; 
May thoſe miſcreants cauſe thy glory, 
As of old, to ſhine again. 


See thy ſiſter-iſland ſtanding, 
Mark her calm majeſtic form ; 

All her ancient ſoul commanding, 
Smiling at the threaten'd ſtorm. 


Round your iſles, e'en now in motion, 
See hercircling Navy draws ; | 
Peerleſs Empreſs of the Ocean, 


Neptune's ſelf 2 her cauſe. 
: - 


> 


* - 
. 
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Then, in conſcious 


elated, 
Join with her to ſave the world; 
Soon ſhall France, to ruin fated, 


At your conqu'ring feet be hurl'd 


CO ——— — — 


Long Time of the Seas had Old England been Queer. 
Tune Roaſt Beef of Old England.” 


— 
Loxs time of the ſeas had old * — been queen, 
Till republican France thought to alter che ſcene, 
So they wotk'd day and night to make up a marine, 
To fight with he tars of old England, 
To fight wich the bold Britiſh tars. 


The day they met Howe on the ſeas they may rue, 
For to ſhew them the diff rence he very well knew, 
Twixt their colonr'd cockades, and the Britiſh true 
blue ; 
. Hutza! for the tars of old England! 
Hutzza ! for the bold Biitiſh tars ! 


A from the ſeas on the land high and 
dry, 
Ta they ventur'd their lack in a fog once to try, 
But a ſtorm drove them back, 8 harbour to lie 
Secure from the tars of old England, 
Secure from the bold Britiſh tars. 


Vet unwilling with Britain's domain to agree, 

They made up fome rods of a liberty tree, 

And with them they laſh'd other folks out of the ſea, 
To meet the brave tars of old England, 


To fight with the bold 1 
Spaniſh bo in big ſhips of great 
But Jervis and Nelſon to fight them were keen, 


ce then were 


: 


Lo ! 


— — — 2 
— — 
* 


— — — 


| 
| 
| 
| 
A 
| | 


| 
A 
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Lo! they fought, and they beat twenty-ſeven with 
fifteen 
Mann'd with the tars of old England, 
Mann'd with the bold Britiſh tars. 


Then the French cram'd their principles down the 
Dutch throats, 
And Mynheers were compell'd for toalter their notes 
To off with their breeches, and turn Sans Culottes, 
To fight the brave tars of od England, 
To fight with the brave Britiſh tars. 


To recover the Cape, ſoon a ſquadron was found, 
So they lipp'd us, and there they got ſafely & ſound; 
But Elphinſtone ſhew'd they were got into Lob's- 
pound, vis N 
For they were lob'd by the tars of old England, 
They were lob'd by the bold Britiſh tars. 


Then ſays Monſieur, « Mynheer, as your trade is 
quite Joſt, | 1 
« Rig a fleet to join ours to invade Britain's coalt 
But this reckoning they made without minding their 
hoſt, 
Forgetting the tars of old England, 
Forgetting the bold Britiſh cars. 


To block up Breſt harbour Lord Bridport ſet fail, - 

And the mouth of the Texel our fleet did-not fail 

To ſhut up, and keep the Dutch rogues in cheir jail, 
Hemm'd in by the tars of old England, 
Hemm'd in by che bold Britiſh tars. 


Our fleet to refit, it had juſt ſail'd away, 

When the cat being gone, the mice came out to play, 

But that play became direſully earneſt that day, 
Laid on by the tars of old England, | 
Laid on by the bold Britiſh tars. " 


For the rews of their ſailing bad ſcarce reach'd aur 
= ears I 3 When. 


— * 
7 
<7 


(96) 


When our anchors flew up to the tune of three cheers 
And away for the Texęl to fight the Mynheers, 


Away went the tars af old England, 
Away went the bold Britiſh tars. 


With their lubberly hulks to ſheer off was in vain, 

Nor (as we got between) their perts could they gain; 

So they made therr a hard faght to maintain 
Againſ the brave tats of old England, 
Againft the brave Britiſh tars. 


le was Traders when che ſignal for action was iven, 
Then our guns opened then throats like —— 
ſrom Heaven, 


Aud by Theee the, Dutch fleet ff the water was 
wen, 

Shatter'd by the tars of old ; 
Shafter'd by the bold Britiſh tars. 


Their bulks were a riddle, their canvas a rag, 
Ten ſtuck with their vice and their admiral's flag, 
80 on ut they ſtor d up no matters to brag 

Of ſucceſs againſt tars of old England, 

Of ſuceeſs againſt bold Britiſh tars. 


Each landsman may now reſt ſecure in his bed, 
For invaſion's no longer hanging over his bead; 
Who the French fleet, the Spaniſh, or Dutch now 
would dread, 
When protected by the tars of old England, 
When protected by the bold Britiſh tars? 


But by night or by fog ſhould they give us the flip, 
You arc loyal Rout ſoldiers} their wings who can clip 
Let us fight but on ſhoxe as we fight aboard ſhip, 
Ang. copy the tars of old England, 
And copy the bold Britiſh tars. 


Duc an's health, | boys, fill up. may he freſh glory 


ring; 


Fill de greg to Old England,—a beahides- the 
And may Keen. Frenchman, and Dutchman 


all ſwin 
Huzza! for for the tars of old England, 
Huzza! for the bold Brits ters? 


Tune — or A NOBLE AACE WAS SHKENKSN.”" 
. — 

ALL in the town of Tunis, 

In Africa the torrid, 

On a Frenchman of rank 


| _ play'd ſuch a 
As Lepaux muſt 2 horrid. 


No ſtory half fo ſhocking, 
. Was ever heard tell, 

As that which beſel 
2 Andre. 


81 ant captain, 
" In battles much hting * 
He fled full — 
On the firſt of Fune— 


But he bade the reſt keep fighting, 


To Paris then returning, 
Recover'd from his panie, 
He tranſlated the plan 


Of Paine's right of Man, 
Into language Mauritanic. 


He went to teach at Tunis 

Whave os LIN Bs was ſettled 
mong othes 

4 ä 

Wpbereat the Dey was netiled. 


| Elegy on the Death of Jean Bon N. Andre. 


8 
—Y ww n—_ » Inn 


1 * 


_ The Moors rather ſtupid, 
And in temper {ſomewhat muliſh, 


Duderſteod not a word 


Of che doctrine they heard, 
And thought the Conſul fooliſh, 


He form'd a Club of Brothers, 
And mov'd ſome refolntions— 
« Ho! ho! (fays the Dey) 
80 this is the way 
« That the French make Revolutions.” 
The Dey then gave his orders 
In Arabic and an— 
« Let no more be ſaĩd 


ut bring me his head !— 
2 Theſe Clubs are my awerßion.“ | 


7 The Conſul quoted Wicquefort, 
And Puffendorf and Grotius ; 


* And — — 7a 
Such a 2 be quite atrocious. 


Twould have mov'd a Chriſtian's bowels 
To hear the doubts he Rated ; 

But the Moors they did 

As they were bid, 


And Rrangled him while be prated. 


His head with ſtiarp-edged ſabre 
They ſever'd from his ſhoulders, 
And ſtuck it on high, 
Where it caught the, eye, 


To the wonder of all 2 


This, ſure, is a doleful Rory, 
As e er you heard or read of; 
— — 
Of matters of ſtate, 


Anon ber en yur bead of! | 
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But we hear the French Dixectors, 
Have thought the point ſo knotty, 
That the Dey having ſhewn 

He diſlikes Jean Bon, 
They'll ſend him Bernadotre. 


——...._ 
PETER axv ARTHUR: 


A PEISON PASTORAL, 
—_— 


Wart Newgate lifts her awful baſtion high, 

And Pimps, and Pickpockets, and —— lye, 

The penſive Peter, peeping throug 

In mood deſponding .mourn'd his locklet fate 

Sad to the ſtreet a look forlorn he caſt, 

When as beneath his comrade Arthur paſs d, 

In accents loud his faithleſs ſtep he ſtay'd ;— 

Peter began, and Arthur anſwer made. 
PETER. 


Ah! whither, cruel, from theſe lonely walls, 
Speeds thine ungrateſul haſte when friendſhip calls? 
Why from my plaint radleſs doſt thou turn, 
And leave thy Peter d to mourn ? | 
ARTHUR. 


Thou canſt not deem me falſe or inſincere, 

If deaf to Friendſhip when addreſt by Fear 
What can I do ?— Though Friendſhip bids me tay, 
Fear bids me fly, and I muſt Fear obey. 1 


PETER. 
When common ſafety urges to write, 


A patriot ſoul would ſcorn unworthy _ 


Nor when deſtru&ion o'er the cauſe i 

Himſelf to fave would thus deſert bis friends. 
ARTHUR. | 

D 

When plies the Laſh my 4ingling Ears around; 

y Horſewhip's rude attack, 

of this devoted back. 


Again the an 
Purſues the 


\ 
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ven. 
8 Will Arthur tremble when I nobly dare, 


Myſelf ſalt owner of hi; PaxSSs to ſwear ; 
dauntleſs in the Cauſe, and © nothing loth,” 
Conſcience I lull'd to fleep, and gulp'd the Oath ? 


Valiant as thou, unſhaken would I ſtand, 
Where Fraud or Perjury my aid demand: 
I dread the puniſhment, and not the fin, — 
Not ſmarting conſcience, but a ſmarting ſkin. 

Tf bt - PETER. 
In vain the charge thy Falſehood would evade; 
Were 1, like thee, of Puniſhment afraid, 
This Neck the wooden: cravat ne er had worn, 
Ruff d in the ſentence Arthur ſhould have borne. 


ARTHUR. — | 
Ceaſe thine upbraiding taunt !—tho' Arthur flies, 
The lovely Edward well his place ſupplies ; 
And ever will the Youth, if right I gueſs, 
Stand nobly up, Defender of che Paxss. 


PETER. 
Let Arthur's ſong reſound with Edward's fame, 
And in that Pass immortalize his name; 
To fair Battiera due are Peter's lays, 
And Newgate's towers ſhall echo with her praiſe. 


ARTHUR. 


How have 1 ſeen the crowd admiring top, 
When che bright wreath of Tellow decks his cr-p ; 
When on St. Stephen's Walk with daring mein 


He ſports the Coat of Democratic green. 
j = _ PETER. 
bright Battizra ſhines !—ah, brighter far 


1 How bi 
I Than all the ſplendors of the Laion Star 
Dear ſecond Sanne, tenth and ſweeteſt Muſe, 


Still in my heart thy Lemon's charm infuſe ! | 
8 Arnun. 


„ - 


ts tees os. itt. he 


_ Cloſe at my heels the v 


Sooner ſhall F 


ſmooth his brow ſo glum, 
Or — K — a Cicero become, 

Sooner will 1 the Horſewhip ceaſe to dread, 

Than ceaſe to fraternize with Brother Ned. 


PETER. 
Sooner the proffer'd Bribe ſhall G ſcorn, 
Or C s head forego the gilded horn, 
Or maudlin B-— ceaſe the Fretful ſneer, 
Than Peter once forget his lov'd Battier. 


ARTHUR. 
Sooner ſhall H But hark! the boatſwain calls, 
And muſt 1 leave thee in theſe hated walls? 
engeful Pack purſue ; 
J hear the fmacking thong—Adieu ! adieu! 


Colloguial Epigram. 


SCENE 


NEWGATE. 
— 


ow FIN—Y. | 
LitTLE Neddy, my boy, do the Croppies come in? 
When will you and 0*C——-r dine with me again? 
NEDDY. 
O*C——r's levanted. He's off with the ſtuff, 


Dock'd de and Subſeription, and padded the 
h 


FIN——Y. 
O! the dirty Bliguard! O the Stag“ of a villin ! 
FI ne'er truſt a Gentleman more with a Shilling. 


NED D. 
Not me, little Peter? 


FIN——V. 
Yes, damme! your word 
Is till good. You're no Gentleman, you are my— A 
* A Stag is a King's Evidence, one not true to the gang. YZ 


hd 


ts i COAT r 
| 1 \ 


| 
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Song, en Sir J. B. Warre's Victery over the French. 
Tune—* xvir, BRITANNIA.” 
—_— : 
Act we have {track th avenging blow 
Shook the remorſeleſs thrones of France ! 
Let Britons hearts triumphant glow ! 
The God of Baules wav'd his lance ;— 
Rule, Britannia Britannia rule the wave. 
Britons never ſhall be ſlaves. 


Bade Victory attend our arms: 
And, from old Ocean's boſom, ſweep 
The ruthleſs foe whoſe dire alarms 

Rous'd Deſolation from his fleep. 
Rule, Oc. 


Thou Genius of Britannia's Ifles ! 
Thine is the hour of dread ; 
By thee ſhall Gallia's -born wiles 
Recoil on hated Gallia's head. 
Rule, Oe. 


* 


Green Erin's hoarſe reſounding ſhore ! 
Untrod by hoſtile feet remain ; 
For, Warren's deep-mouth'd thunders roar ; 
He rules, for thee, the furging main. 
ule, Ee. 


Inſulted Liberty, ariſe, | 
Aud cruſh Rebellion's ſhapeleſs form; 
On thee are turn'd crouch'd nations? eyes, 
While Anarchy beſtrides the ſtorm. 
« | Rule, Sc. 


Join, join, ye Britons brave and free; 
Riſe loud the ſong your triumph craves; 

France and her vaſlal'd allies ſee 
— That ſtill Britannia rules the waves. 


T. W. 
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The Female Drummer. 


A Bz1iT1$84 ſoldier is my dad, 
The couch of eaſe diſdaining, 
And I, a true born Biitiſh lad, 
Like him, live by campaigning ; 
Dad makes the enemy retreat, 
His fon and heir, I've fame in view, 
He ne'er was conquer'd, I ne er beat; 
For when alarms, 
Loud call to arms, 
I beat a rub-a-dub, and a rat-tat-too. 


Like dad, from love I never fly, 
Its joys are ſo inxiting, 
He loves old England, fo do I, 
And glory take delight in. 
A hero's name, old dad enjoys, 
His ſon and heir, I've fame in view, 
And in the battle make ſome noiſe ; 
For when atarms, 
Loud call to arms, 
I beat a rub-a-dub, and a rat-tat-too. 


The Grand Armada. 


Brave Betty was a maiden queen, 
Bold and clever, bold and clever, 
King Philip then, a Spaniard keen, 
o court her did endeavour. 
Queen Beſs ſhe frown'd, and ſtrok'd her ruff, 
And gave the Don a mighty huf; 


For which he ſwore her ears he'd cuff, 
All with his grand Armada. 
Tol lol de rol, de rol de rol, 
All uith his grand Armada. 
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Says royal Beſs—T'll vengeance take, 
Bleſſings on her, bleſſings on her; 
But firſt, III cat a nice beef-ſteak, 

All with my maids of honour. 
Then to her admirals ſhe went, 
Drake, Effingham, and Howard, ſent, 
That ſoon di 10 Philip's armament, 

And 'd his grand Armada. 

p x Tol bl de rol, &c. 


Like lightning rocks, the French will fly, 
To us over, to us over, 
And Buonaparte, cries—Let's try 
To build a bridge io Dover. 
Balloons among the clouds may roll, 
And croſs their bridge to take the toll, 
Our Trollope ſtands, a fighting ſoul, 
My jewels—all Armada. 


Tol lol de rol, &c. 


Then bleſs the king, and bleſs the queen, 
' Royal branch too, royal branch roo, 
Let foes come on, it ſhall be ſeen, 

We're loyal, and we're ſtaunch too: 
Or ſhould Dutch, French, or Spaniard prate, 
Our Howe, our Vincent, Duncan great, 
Will ſweetly knock about their pate, 

Juſt like the fine Armada. 


Tel lol de rol, &c. 


— 
Ler, peals of joy proclaim the day, 
Britannia's flag triumphant flies ; 
To valiant Nelſon homage pay, 
The ſcourge of England vanquiſh'd lies. 
New fame from Gallia's tyrants torn, 
To Britain's happy ſhore is borne, 


: 1 
Fl In joyſul ſong, : 
We'll then N 0 
Their praiſe who guard our iſle: 
To Duncan bow, | 


St. Vincent, Howe, 
And Nelſon of the Nile. 


EY 


Let Britain's ſilver trumpets ſound, 
And Britiſh hearts their voices raiſe: 
On foreign ſhores their joys reſound, 
For Egypt joins in Nelſon's praiſe ; 
O'er Southern climes extending far, 
And diſtant to the Polar ſtar! 


Then ſtill prolong, &c. 


Still zealous in Britannia's cauſe, 

Her glorious charter they maintain; 
While Neptune thunders loud'applauſe, 
And ſea gods echo back the ftrain. 
Let heroes tach the ſeas command, 
And loyal ſubjects guard the land; 


And we'll prolong, &c. 


Then bring the wreaths by beauty wove, 
Around their hallow'd brows to twine, 
Their recompence a nation's love, 
Bequeath'd on glory's ſacred ſhrine. 
With honours great their toils repay, 
While notes of triumph ſwell rhe lay. 
And fill prolong, &c. | 


In wiſdom ripe, and valour bold, 
To Britain ſtill new fame they bring, 
And find 1 — fame's proud lit enroll'd, 
Their glorious names by Britain's King. 
Who ſtill chile Britain rules the main, 
Their rights and honours will maintain, 
or, when they meet, N 
An adverſe fleet | 
K 2 
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Tue Britiſh flag unfurl'd ; 
Thoſe heroes ſtill, 

Can give at will, 

Defiance to the World. 


' — — — 
Admiral Nelſon. 
— 


Now liſten, my honeys, awhile if you pleaſe, 
And a comical ſtory I'll tell ſoon, | 

Of a'tight little fellow well known on the ſeas, 

And his name it was Admiral Nelſon. 

I'm ſure you have all of you heard of his fame, 
How he fought like the devil wherever he came. 
polen.) And may be the Dutch, Spaniards, and 

French won't, well, then they won't, 
Have plenty of cauſe to remember the name 
Of my tight little Admiral Nelſon. 
They'll have plenty, &c. 


His arm having loſt at that damn'd Teneriffe, 
Never mind, ſays he, I ſhall get well ſoon ; 
I ſhall catch em one day, as you ſee lads, and if 
They eſcape me, blame Admiral Nelſon. 
P doubr 1 I promiſe were mighty abſurd, 
or Pve em hand as a pledge of m 
word ; ber Arps . f 
Spalen.) And ſo he did, faith, arm and all, and good 
ſecurity it Was, for you know the old proverb ſays, 
That one band in the buſh is worth two in the bird, 
Sa, ſucceſs to brave Admiral Nelſon. 
5 That one hand, &c. 


At by my faith, it wou'd make the dead 
nt, 


uff to bear what Sir Horace befel ſoon, 

The French took a trip to the Banks of the Nile, 

To make work for brave Admiral Nelſon. 
| Arrah, 


0 — 


Arrah, faith, he fell in with them cloſe by the 
land, 5 
And he ſtuck in their ſkirts as youll ſoon under- 
ſtand ; [laugh'd, 
Spoken.) And, faith, the Devil himſelf would have 
To ſee how he lather'd the French with one hand. 
O! the world for brave Admiral Nelfon ! 


To ſee, &c. 


day, 
As the boatmen of London can tell ſoon, 
When for coats and for badges they all row'd 


away, | 
Little thinking of Admiral Nelſon ! | 
Who then won a badge of ſo brilliant a caſt, 
That its mem'ry with Britons will never 
| Spoken.) And every Firſt of Auguſt, while the 
health of Nelſon floats on the glaſs, the liquor 
ſhall be enriched with a tear, to the memory of 
the brave fellows who fell on the occaſion, and 
come as many Firſts of Au as there will. 
There's no Firſt of Auguſt can cer beat the Taft, 
When the French ſtruck to Admiral Nelion. _ 
There's no Firſt, &c. 
| 


The Volunteer. 3 


Inflated, determines to give the world laws, 
With heart and with hand, to protect Britain's coaſt, 

We march on to conquer, or die in her cauſe. 
Volunteer it to glory with true patriot'ire, 


And this is the watch-worg our corps ſhall inſpire— 
« Britons ſtrike home, revenge" your country's 


K 3 


+ 


On the Firſt of ſweet Auguſt you know that's the 


go paſt. - 


| Now proud vaunting Gaul, full of vapour and boaſt, 
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Invaſion may threaten, mid hoſtile alarms, 
Bellona, deſtruftion watt o'er with her b1eatl, 

The trumpet that fummons Britannia to arms, 
Is the herald of conqueſt, of glory or death ; 

Their tri-colour'd vain they ſtrive to advance, | 

Arm to arm, and we'll ſcatter the — 2 of France. 

Tor every Briton's ſon 
Oh] give me death = 


| The bright page of truth, Britain's glories proclaim, 
The worth of our forefathers valour inſpires, 


Like them let us on to the ſummit of fame, 
And prove our veins worthy the blood of our fires; 
On ſhore, as at ſea, daring ardour diſplay, 
Howe, St. Vincent, have taught us the way, - 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia rule the waves, 
© Britons never will be flaves. 


— 


1 


Wies the world firſt 3 ſome folks ſay 
before, 
As old Neptune was quaffing his grog at the Nore, 
He cried out, in his cups, as my land is the ſea, 


It's bigh time to conſult what its colour ſhall be. 


Amphitrite had been to drink tea at Sheerneſs, 

And had 2 at the barracks, a captain's ſpruce 
rels ; 

To her huſband ſhe ſaid, as ſhe flirted her fan, 

Let its colour be red, do now, that's a Ucar man. 


| Nepune ſhook is rough lecks, at his wife gave a | 

& Ttown ; _ IF 
When A... = call'd on us, with ſome patterns from 1 
R Rl was ain doubt, till he caſt up his eye, [ ſky. 
Aud refolv'd that che ocean ſhould match the bright 


Thus 


Y * 


"Thus the ſea, as philoſophers know to be true, 

As it waſh'd our white cliffs, bore a fine azure hue, 
»Till the laurel of Britain, victorious was ſeen, 

To reflect on its ſurface, and change it to green. 


You may gueſs our oppoſers were ſad at the fight ! 

As the ſea grew more green, why Monſieur grew 
more white: 

And they never behold it, but vex'd at the view, 


They ſcold at poor Neptune, and cry out, Morbleau ! 


May its colour remain, and luck to the boys, 

Who o'er its ſalt ſurface thro* danger and noiſe, 

With Howe, Duncan, St. Vincent, and Nelſon 
maintain, 


That the tight little Iſland. till governs the main. 


The Wiſh of Poor Fack. 
Tunc— rook JACK.” 
— 


Wirn timbers quite ſtaunch, d' ye mind, I'm come 


back, N 

Safe and ſound, Sirs, from among Mynheer, 

And though Winter's clouds appear' d devilliſh black, 
Dam'me, Duncan ſoon made him look queer. 

For we ſoon broke the line, made the admiral-ftrike 
And own us the lords of the main; 

And preſently after eight more did the like, 
Aye, and dam'me, ſhall do it again: 

For to fight for old England was ever my pride, 
In her cauſe I will never be flack, - 

For I know that kind Providence oft turns aſide, 
The ball that is levell'd at Jack. | 


Now the battle is paſt, and all danger is Oar, 
With our prizes at anchor, we ride, Wart 1) 
| * 5 * 4 And 


* - 


( 
And we've forc'd the Dutch lubbers who crowded 
the ſhore, 
To own we have lower'd their pride. | 
Three admirals ta'en makes Mynheer hang his jib, 
And Story's at loſs for a tale; [ big, 
For he finds now, too late, tho” he'd brag and look 
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: Britiſh bogs is ſure to prevail. [ pride, 
4 Yes—to fight for the King and old England's our 
A For their cauſe we will never be ſlack, 


And long may our Navy triumphantly ride 
O'er the main, is the wiſh of Poor Jack. 


3 


The Orange Yeomanry. 


Tune — Rox, BrxiTANnN1a.” 
— 
Wurn Rebels ſchemes we firſt did unfold, 
Were to o'erwhelm this happy land; | 


»Twas then our Yeomen, our Yeomen great and | 
bold, 


Did nobly for their Country Rand. 


Hail courageous, hail Orange Yeomanry, 
T raitors ever ſpurn from thee. 


The fov*reigu mob by Cl was taught, 
5 K | 


Where with the endleſs the endleſs bliſs they ſought, 
They'd greatly all their labours crown. 


Hail, tc. 

Thoſe monſters tho immerg'd in blood, | 

Do now moſt humbly pardon ſue ; | 

= Behold that Monarch, that Monarch mild and good, | 
Mercy extending to che crew. 

1 Hail, c. 
ye pardon'd Doran, in murders rife, | 
Wich taunts brave Fenten's heart doth tear; 

« Twas 


(3887 } 
Tas 1 who butcher'd, who butcher'd thy dear 


wife, 
« Thy houſe, thy all *twas I did fire. 
Hail, Ec. 
tt Protected now, your laws I defy, 
« Behold my pardon I unfurl, 
« The? no leſs Traitor—for Traitor ſtill am I! 
« Defiance at you all I hurl.” 
Hail, tc. 


Yet brothers now your toil's near an end, 
For in the hold their leaders groan ; 
And when to Bot'ny thoſe murderers you ſend, 
We may enjoy bleſt Peace at home. 
Hai, Se. 
Let abſentees—the bane of this iſle, 
Return unto their native ſoil, 
Virtue encourage—their tenantry will ſmile, 
And ſweet Content will eaſe their toil. 
Hail, Cc. 


The Glorious Memory. 


Tune“ count LET US DANCE AND SING." 
— 


Come let us all be gay, 
Welcome in this happy day, 
Strike up each Orange lay, 
In merry chorus join ; 
We neer know, 
Grief or woe, 
Praiſe to him who made us ſo; 
Our cauſe is good, 
For it he ſtood, 
And bravely fought at Boyne. 
: Come let us all be gay, &c. 


We all ſhould bleſs this morn, 43 
William on this day was born, .. = 
Who cares for Papiſt ſcor— . = 


_ 
_ - 


_ 
by. 
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No Oran n I'll ſwear ; 
Guilt's their lot, 
Let them plot, 
But they'll ſbun our Orange ſhot ; 
From ſuch fun, 
The traitors run, 
Like cowards in deſpair. 


Come let us all be gay, &c. 


Let us with hearts and hands, 
Join in friendſhip's ſtt ĩcteſt bands, 
Prieſts wield their magic wands, 
In fpite of Heaven's law; 
Le: them frown, 
On each clown, 
Who their murders dare diſown ; 
Here at will, 
Our glaſſes fill, 
And toaſt our great Naſſau. 


Come let us all be gay, &c. 


The Genius of Orange. 
Tune—* L1ILiilBURLERO,”” 


Tus Genius of Orange long ſmould'ring lay 


*Mongſt honeſt fellows, on banks of the Bann ; 
Who early foreſaw, that nought they could ſay, 
Would alter the baſe republican plan ; 
| Whilſt Papiſts ſlaves, 

By prieſts and knaves, 
Were _— twas a crime to let heretics live; 

en murder and {laughter 
Were preach'd from the altar, 


"IC... - 
Tas time tor the Delzos“ defence to contrive. 


* A nickname given by Rebels to Orangemen. 
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Each neighbqur conſult'd his, Proteſtant friend, 
How beſt to oppoſe this prieſt-ridden crew; 
On their own plan, twas agreed in the end, 
That Union alone, the bus neſs would do. 
Union, Union, 
Happy Union! 
Your King and your Country from traitors defend, 
Let no perjur'd ſavage, 
Our dear country ravage, | 


Tho” th? Iriſh Direct ry ſhould give the command. 


The ſhade of great Naſſau pleas'd with their zeal, 

Inſpir'd John Claudius, the plan to ſupport ; p 

Straight to the Loyaliſts he doth appeal, | 4 

Who to his ſtandard in legions reſort; 
Legions, legions, 3 
Orange legions, 

Attend the glad ſummons by day or by night; 
The black capes and croppies, 2 
And all ſuch falſe rappies | I 

At ſight of the Orange run off in affright. =_ 


Proteſtants all, view Equality's group, = 
Who were to give laws to this happy land; 2 
Horiſh the ſweep, with Lord Edward the dupe, 
Arthur NOhomur, and the rews-hawker Bland ; 
Shall we, ſhall we, 
E'er live to fee, 
Such wretches as theſe who each other deceive, 
Succeed in their ſcheming, * 
Of which they were dreaming ? 23 
* no! my dear brothers, our country we'll ſave. 


Let's now, my brave boys, the myſtic cup“ fill, 
To that proteRor of the Orange Cauſe, 
2. Claudius Bereſſord — fill as you will; 

e ever defended your Proteſtant laws: 


a” 


* Father Murphy's conjuring chalice—now the property 
of Lodge, No. 471. a 


( 


Traitor for pay, 
No man can ſay, 
Was ever attach'd to the Beresford name: 
From field, or the ſenate, 
He ne*er hid a minute, 
Would to falſe patriots we could ſay the ſame. 
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When William, fir'd in Glorys Cauſe. 
Tune RULE, BRITANNIA. 


Warn William, fir'd in glory's cauſe, 

To aid and ſave our Nativn came, 

Love for our freedom and our laws, 

Infpir'd and crown'd his God-like fame. 
Come, let William, let William's praiſe be ſung, 
From whom the Blue and Orange ſprung ! 


His banners then in triumph ſpread, 
With emblems of our order ſhone ; 
From which a tyrant bigot fled, 
And left our patron Britain's throne. 
Come, let William, Kc. 


Another William's deeds we ſing, 

Who tought and won Culloden plain; 

From whoſe immortal laurels ſpring, 

The bleflings of a George's reign. 

Come, let William, Kc. 


What worthies ! and their ſons renown'd, 

Have come our ſocial rites to 7 

And ſtill amongſ us may be — 

Now Rutland“ fits in Granby's place. 

ö Come, let William, &c. 


Then preſent, and Lord Lieutenant of Ireland. 


a 


Then charge the feſtive goblet high, 

And toaſt our loyal friendly band ; 

May they like William never die, 

But live the guardians of the land. | 
Come, let William, &c. 


Arrah ſay, my dear Homes, * 


Tune —“ CROPPIES, LIE DOWN.” 


Arran ſay, my dear honies, who cauſ'd you to 
fight, 
Againſt my dear Erin, my joy and delight ? 
By my ſhoul, my dear jewels, you'll tire of the fun, 
For before Blue and Orange poor Croppies ſhall run. 
Run, run, poor Croppies ſhall run. 


Augh, and ſure you have heard of the true Orange 
Boys, - 
To whom thouſands of Croppies appear but as toys ; 
For with your long pikes we ſhall cauſe you to run, 
The boys of the Orange can handle a gun. 
And it”, run, run, Oe. 


Tho' nimbly you ſkip on your own mountain's top, 
As nimbly agra after you we ſhall hop; 
Should you take of your brogues for to lighten 
your load, 
You ſhall get a ſalute from our boys on the road. 
And it*s run, run, Ic. 


So take my advice, my dear honies, and ceaſe, 

For faith we are ready for war as for peace; 

You may believe it or not - we are loyal and true, 
K hole ſkin, avoid Orange and Blue. 
- And it's run, Oc. 


L Like 


If you love 
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Like you we adore our dear Emerald Ile, 

But with you on misfortune we never ſhall ſmile ; 

In faith, my dear Paddies, we have a queer way, 

For the Rebels alone ſhall get Terleboge”; pay. 
And it's run, Cc. 


Come, boys, fill a bumper, and let it go round, 
Let the roof with the praiſes of William reſound ; 
Ob! may his bleſt ſhade on his ſons never frown, 
As he ſees our exertions to lay croppies down. 

| And it' down, Ec. 


The Glorious Revolution. 


Tune —“ vicar OF BRAY.” 


When James, aſſuming right from God, 
Enſlav'd this free-born nation, 
His ſceptre was an iron rod, 
His reign a viſitation ; 
High churchmen cry'd, . Obey, obey, 
« Let none reſiſt a crown'd head, 
« He who gainſays what tyrants ſay, 
« Is a rebellious round-head.” 
Ther. let us fing, while echoes ring, 


The glorious revolution; 
Your voices raiſe to William's praiſc, 
Who ſav'd the conſtitution. 
The bible was no longer read, 


But tales of ſinners ſainted ; 
The gods ador'd were gods of bread, 
And ſigu poſts carv'd and painted; 
Their prieſts and monks, with cawls and ropes, 
Arriv*d here without number; 
With racks and daggers bleſs'd by popes, 
And loads of holy lumber. 
Then let us fing, Cc. 
Our 


- 
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Our trade abroad, our wealth at home, 
And all things worth deſiring, 

Were ſacrific'd to France and Rome, 
While Britons lay expiring ; 

The monarch, a church-ridden aſs, 
Did whatever prieſts ſuggeſted, 

And trotted day by day to maſs, 
The flave of flaves deteſted. 


T hen let us fing, Tc. 


By cruel Popiſh politics 
Were Proteſtants affrighted, 
When to convert poor heretics, 
New Smithfield fires were lighted ; 
Bur hope ſoon ſprung out of deſpair, 
So Providence commanded, 
Our fears were all diſpers'd in air, 
When god-like William landed. 
Then let us ſing, ce 


Our church and ſlate ſhook off the yoke, 
And lawleſs pow'r was baniſh'd; 
The ſnares of prieſt- craft too were broke, 
And ſuperſtition vaniſh'd: 
The tyrant with his blackguards fled, 
By flight their guilt confeſſing; 
To beg of France their daily bread, 
Of Rome a worthleſs bleſſing. . 
Then let us fing, c. 


From all who dare to tyrannize 
May Heaven ſtill defend us; 
And ſhould another James ariſe, 
Another William ſend us: 
May kings like George for eyer rei 
With higheſt worth diftinguiſh'd ; 
Put thoſe who would our annals ſtain. 
May they be quite extinguiſh'd. 
Then let us ng, Oc. 


Le Humbert 
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Humbert's Miftate. 


Tunc—* MoGGY LAWDER."" 
— — 


From Caſtlebar, the French declare, 
It is their ſole intention, 
On Connaught forthwith to confer 
Freedom of their invention ; 
What freedom this, 
You ſoon may gueſs, 
By Humbert's proclamation ; 
« You dogs (ſaid he) 
« You ſhall with me 
« Go plunder your own nation!“ 


As Cooke, when on a ſavage ſhore, 
He friends would make of loobies ; 
So beads and trinkets they brought o'er, 
As preſents for cropt boobies : 
Of green ſurtouts, 
Three thouſand ſuits, 
They gave the rabble round them ; 
Who on that night 
Play'd leaſt in ſight, 
Nor have the Gauls fince found them. 


This novel freedom next commands 
That all men under forty, 
« Shall in a maſs, with pikes in hands, 
Go fight the Orange party: 
But when they hear 
Cornwallis? near, 
Thoſe mighty boaſters ſcamper ; 
And as they run 
From town to town, 
Their front and rear we hamper. 


Behold at length, near Mohills plain, 
We to an action brought them; 


Their 
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Their barefoot allies they complain, 
Are more ſavage than they thought em 
French vipers fought, 
RE Till they were taught 
| An Orange file wag ſtronger 
| Than any yet 
They ever met : 
So they would bite no longer. 


& 
| And when the French a parley beat, 
Our cannons ceaſe to thunder ; 
| The — ſpalpeens now retreat, 
i Twas uſeleſs to knock under: 
For well they knew 
The perjur'd crew, 
No claim they had to favours; 
With fright half dead, 
Each ſavage fled, 
| His brogues his only ſaviours. 


When th* open foe were pris'ners made, 
Twas then began the flaughter; 
| Brave Roden's horſe about them laid, 
MMongſt rebels from the altar. 
Now Croppies ſpeak, 
What think you o' Lake, 
An't be a horrid Delzs ? 
Of earth the ſcum, 
Before him run, 


They can't digeſt his pills O! 


Our Armagh brothers did ſuſtain, 

An action hot and bloody; | 
Their bayonets broke, they ſtill maintain 
| The fight with filts moſt ready : 
| The traitor Blake 
| Submits to Lake, 

With ninety-three poor peaſants ; 
Teeling and Roach, 
(Our Iſle's reproach, ) 

| Are now convicted felons. 


/ 


F 


You wealthy a warning take 
From Humbert's Gallic freed": ; 
Did he ſacceed, alike he'd ſpeak 
To you and Thomas Needham : 
« How can I know 
« A friend from foe ?” 0 
Would be the Frenchman's anſwer; 
The pipes you'd pay, 
As ſure as day, 
Let who would be the dancer. 


The Williamites Glory. 


Tune © zxoyYxE WATER.” 


Vr Orange hearts I pray draw near, 
Whoſe free from all idolatry, 
With patience unto me give ear, 
Whilſt I relate my ſtory : 
Always bear it in your mind, 
When you receive the word and ſign, 
It was inſtituted by divine, 
To free us all from ſlavery. 


For four hundred years and more, 
By idolatry we were oppreſs'd ſorc, 
Unto kind Heaven we did implore 

To remove our ſituation ; 
Our ſighs and pravers to Horeb came, 
When the great Jehovah heard the ſame, 
Who called Moſes thrice by name, 

For to go back to Egypt. 


When Moſes unto Goſhen came, 
He met his brethren on the plain, 
Who aſk'd of him from whence he came? 
He anſwer'd them in Hebrew : 


It 


mm..." 


It was from Horeb that I came, 
'Thy brother Moſes is my name, 2 
: And I am ſent for to redeem, 
And free you all from flavery. 


| When his brethren heard him ſay ſo, 
Their hearts with joy did overflow, 
| To hear to the Promis'd Land they'd go, 


And leave the houſe of bondage. 
Then we all with one combine, - 
March'd on by a heavenly fign, 
| Leaving our enemies behind, 
| In ſorrowful lamentation. 


We had neither rule nor ſquare by our ſide, 
| But the great Jehovah was our guide, 

But when we came to the ocean fide, 

We wanted a paſs-word to get over ; 

The ſcriptures they do plainly ſhew, 
| God caus'd an Eaſterly wind to blow, 
| Proud Pharaoh's hoſt to overthrow, 
| And gave us a paſſage over. 


But when our paſs-word we receiv'd, 

| Which freed us from a watery grave, 

| Proud Pharaoh's hoſt did ride the wave, 
| To Iſrael's great conſternation : 
Now fince we're all from danger freed, 

Let us all kneel down and pray, 
| Returning thanks to Heaven's King, 
For our great deliverance. 


m—.  .. — 
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Wirn loyalty fir'd at great George's commands, 
| Green Erin embattles all her warrior bands ; 
J Mars pleas'd at the view, ſees their ardour for fight, 
| Fair Venus looks on with a ſmile of delight: 
| Proud Gallia till labours our Rate to deſtroy, 
And envies the freedom the cannot enjoy ; 
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But vain all her force, all her arts to beguile, 
She never ſhall triumph o'er the emerald Iſle. 


With Britain united we'll land or we'll fall, 

In ſpite of the Dutchman, the Spaniard, or Gaul : 

Let their legions invade, let the winds waft them 
o'er, 

No Italians they'll find to receive them on ſhore. 

"Tho? with pain we beheld rebel forces advance, 

And parricide arms join the banners of France, 

With indignant contempt at their efforts we ſmile, 

They never ſhall triumph o'er the emerald Iſle. 


Then, my boys, heart and hand we'll ſapport the 
d cauſe, 

For our hearts are devoted to George and the laws : 
May faction at length be conſign'd to the dead, 

And rebellion no more 1aiſe its infamous head. 

May the only diſtinction amongſt us be ſhewn, 

Who beſt ſhall ſupport our lov'd Sovereign's throne ; 
Let the world then invade, and EY ſhew them | in 

ſtile, 
That they never ſhall triumph.c'er PE emerald Iſle, 


THE END. 


